








FREE Suit for You! 





Take Only 5 Orders for Quality Made-to-Measure Tailoring! 
Do It in 30 Days or Less, Collect and Keep 


BIG ADVANCE CASH COMMISSION! 


When Suits Are Delivered, We'll Send YOU This 
Fine Made-to-Measure Suit ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Nothing to Buy! You Invest NO CASH— ever! 


Why pay money for a suit when you can get one FREE in this easy way! Sim- 
ply show your friends, neighbors, fellow-workers our great line of made- 
to-measure suits and topcoats and take their orders. Most men prefer to 
wear made-to-measure clothing and when they see the more-than-100 high 
quality fabrics and the full-color illustrations of all the up-to-the-minute 
styles—and when they learn the low prices for made-to-measure fit and qual- 
ity—you’ll take orders right and left. At the time you take orders you collect 
and KEEP A BIG, GENEROUS CASH COMMISSION. And by taking only 5 
orders in 30 days or less, you not only pocket the big commissions, but 
we will send you a suit for yourself of your own choice and made to 
your personal measure—ABSOLUTELY FREE as an EXTRA REWARD 
—when the suits are delivered to your customers! Here’s more good 
news, too... YOU DON’T NEED ANY MONEY to get started right 
away. We send you everything you need to start earning good money 
and FREE SUITS—and it’s all yours FREE! SEND NO MONEY, now 
or ever, to get the valuable Tailoring Outfit described below. Just 
MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


Make up to $30.00 in a Day with this Valuable 
Money-Making SAMPLE CASE 


WHICH IS YOURS ABSOLUTELY Peek! 


Here’s What You Get FREE! 


* wages in this very pleasant way. You 
Sample nerd and over 100 actual don’t need any previous experience or 


fabric samples any tailoring knowledge. Our fool-proof 
system of taking meaSures iS CASY CO ——— axe meee me mee me me me ee 


e Big beautiful full-color display of follow. You'll find all measuring equip- 
all styles ment and simple instructions right in PROGRESS TAILORING, Dept. D-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


e@ Easy measuring instructi d lg get 
Uring instructions an jam-packed full of 
The Case is just jam-packe _ Please rush FREE the big valuable Sample Case 
filled with actual fabrics, sty!e display and every- 


equipment more than 100 actual fabrics for suits 
and top-coats, a big full-color style dis- 
thing I need to start after my first profits and a 


@ Money-making plans and FREE play of over 50 of the last-minute styles 
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in made-to-measure clothing. You can | FREE SUIT. 
SUIT as extra reward start at once after those fine cash earn- | 
handsome professional-looking ings and your FREE SUIT! | 
Case contains everything you Remember you DON’T SEND A PENNY Name Age 
cart enrming Gend teomen viaet tow @F ener! TT sou'te over 95 years We re eee eine ee ee 
bat. You can start out in spare old, this big valuable Tailoring Outfit | 
during lunchtime, on week- is yours just for the asking—ABSO- 
nd after work—and you can earn LUTELY FREE! Make sure you get | Address 
$30.00 in a day. All over America yours—fill out the coupon at the right Bie eer ter ee er hh hak ha el ere eS 
adding money to their regular —AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! | 
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PROGRESS TAILORING Dept. B-364. CHICAGO 7, ILL. 
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#2576 §=AMNETTE 
Nothing could be mere chic 
than dramatic lace layer-caked 
over rustling taffeta. it’s ele- 

tt... it’s different... 


over acetate. Black, 
Pink, Blue. Sizes 8 to 18. 
$9.99 


#2245 CUPID'S ARROW 
He'll call you “sweetheart” 
when he sees you in this neck- 
line! Pert polka dot pattern is 
in rich looking linen-weave 
Rayon and Acetate, slit for 
walk-appeal. Navy or Red on 
White, White on Black. Sizes 
8 to 18. $12.99 


#2828 «VAMPIRE WEB 
Frederick's creates a siren 
sure delight. Plunge neck and 
fully-boned, bosom-building 
bust. Shimmering rayon and 
acetate faille snuggles your 
shin. Slits in front reveal. Back 
lunges to fovely low depths 
too. Dramatic web of grosgrain 
weaving. A -turner, front 
and back. Black, Red or Tur- 
quoise. Sizes 10 to 18. $19.98 


. 
#2279 WITCHES’ BREW 
Like magic—that’s the won- 
derful allure you slip on 
in this dramatically draped 
sheath. Every drape has \a 
meaning all its own, too, with 
this clinging Nylon and Ace- 
tate Matte Jersey. Black, 
White, Aqua. Sizes 8 to 20. 
$19.99 


=2102 MERMAID DATE 
You're sheathed in acetate 
taffeta that snug fits to mer 
maid flounce. then flares giam 
ourously. V neck rides rim of 
the shoulders then plunges tc 
bust separation. Black. Rose. 
Turquoise Sizes 7 to 15. 10 
to 20 $10.99 


#2473 ARABESQUE 
Desert evenings . a jark 
e men are the things this 
dress sets the scene for. Drap- 
ing does wonders for bust and 
hips. Pin accents Garing 
plunge. Clinging rayon and 
acetate crepe. Black, White or 
Coral. Sizes 8 to 18. $19.99 


LB #108 DANGER CURVES 
Frerch look bra has stitched 
S-section cups for that glam- 
orous pointed uplift. Rayon 
satin is net-lined for firm sup- 
port. in Jet Black or Gardeniz 
hag Priced so low. Sizes 32 
lo 


to 38C cup $3.50 


#3052 SWORD POINT 
Perfect sweater bra! Points up 
bosom gloriousiy! Youthful sup- 
port and comfort assured by 
finest satin lastex. Sheer nylon 
marquisette at top of bust 
Peek-a-boo straps for cleavage 
interest. Notice specially de- 
signed low back White only 
Sizes 32-36A, 32-388, 

34 to 40C cup. $3.99 
Sizes 34 to 40D. $5.00 


#3277 ~=TWO-TIMER 
Another Frederick's ‘‘first!"’ 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
tubber pads fit into miracu- 
lousiy pockets on hip 
and derriere. Knitted nylon 
Powerflex. Black or White. 
Waist sizes 22 in. to 30 in. 

. $12.99 

#3069 «6MINUS FOUR! 
That's right! This 842” rayon- 
Satin waist cincher will shave 
4” trom your middie. Lightly 
boned throughout. Side hook- 
ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
for garters. White. Sizes 24” 
to 32” waist. A steal at this 
low price. $3.50 


#3387 «THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutionizes the 
Girdie with this sensational 
idea! B-A-R-E T-H-E-R-E! 
Rives’ fiattest of tummies and 
yet pushes up the “‘living end” 
for that feminine natura! look! 
Grand for sportswear and 
sheaths. White. Sizes 23 to 30 
inch waist. 
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PADDED HIP 


| #3218 PADDED HIP 
Creates a waistline! Foam rub- 
ber padded power-fiex pantie 
girdle with knitted rayon ace 
tate. Add flattering curves that 
help mask a heavy thigh! One 
piece crotch. Removabie gar 
ters. White, Black. Waist Sizes 
22 inch to 

30 inch. $8.99 


#3220 =WIDDEN FLATTERY 
This girdle hides a mighty sec- 
ret. Removable foam rubber 
pads give you that rounded 
look special inch-wide 
powernet, non-roll band cre- 
ates curved line at waist. Cut 
high up from thigh to prevent 
showing under the shortest of 
suits of shorts. White or Black 
Sizes 23” to 30” waist. ¢¢.99 


























Be sure to see the exciting 










THE 
ORIGINAL 
COST $110! 


TAFFETA 


PADDED HIP 
& SEAT 
















authentic 
Screen ‘Originals designed by Freder 
for ‘‘The Private Lives of Adom and Eve 


| ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 35c Postoge) 
SEND COD (NO C.0.0.'s without deposit of $1 OO each item) 
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sanitary protection wherever 
such products are sold. Regular, 
Super, Junior absorbencies. 
Made only by Tampax Incor- Cover Photo of Sally Neal 


aaa, : - 
porated, Palmer, Mass By G. Marshall Wilson 


TAN’s April cover girl is 20-year-old 
Sally Neal, a New York dancer who 
will make her acting debut as co-star 
of the Italian film, Calypso. 





TAN is Pg go monthly by fags gh Publishing Co., Inc., 1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois. New York 
offices at 55 West 42nd Street. Los Angeles ces at 1127 Wilshire Boulevard. Entered as second class matter at Post 
Office By vad ogg, ag T., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Entire —— copyright 1960 for Johnson Publishing Co.. Inc. 
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Our Readers Write 


I have been reading Tan for a little more 
than four years. I think every one of your 
stories is very interesting. To be truthful about 
it, it is the best magazine ever to be published 
here in the United States, in my opinion. | 
also think all of your cover girls are very 


beautiful. 





Pvt. James Minor Jr. 
Fort Bragg, N. C. 


I am a regular reader of TAN and | sin- 
cerely enjoy the stories. They are very in- 
teresting. 

The most outstanding story that | read was 
“Too Late For Tears,” in the December issue. 
I enjoyed reading all the stories, but “We 
Couldn’t Wait To Marry,” “Born For Trouble,” 
“If You Love Me, Prove It,” were the best 
stories in the December issue. I also enjoy the 
Pen Pal page. 

Mrs. Alice Rhodes 
Evington, Va. 


Tempest Storm—Herb Jeffries 


May I thank you for a service to humanity 
in publication of “My Love Affair With Herb 
Jeffries,” in the January issue of TAN, and 
also take this opportunity to express my ad- 
miration and respect of Mr. and Mrs. Jeffries 
for having the courage and intelligence to ac- 
cept a gift of God Almighty to humanity—the 
love of man and woman, each for the other, 
rather than bowing to a sordid, warped, public 
opinion which is sin itself and has too often 
ruined many an association between intelli- 
gent and responsible men and women of differ- 
ent races, and forced a thing of beauty and 
purity to be denied and then dissolved, or be- 
come an illicit affair, due to our so-called 
“social code,” which, in this respect, fosters the 
illegitimacy it also condemns. 

Again, my respect to the Jeffries, and other 
fine couples like them. 

Walter Keefe 
Beaverton, Ore. 


Thankful Mother 


I am writing you this letter because | en- 
joyed your story, “Born For Trouble,” in the 
December issue of Tan. I just had to write 
you so you would know I enjoyed that story. 
I wish every mother would read it. | am the 
mother of five children—three girls and two 
boys—and this story will surely help me in 
many ways. Please give us more good stories 
like this. 

I have bought your Tan and read it for as 
long as you have published it and I have never 
written to you before, but I had to write to you 
to say I enjoyed this story. Keep up the good 
work, Always a reader of TAN. 

Mrs. B. A. Wright 
Charlotte 8, N. C. 
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Your daintiness is assured 


when you use 


Massengill. Powder 


for feminine hygiene 


You'll feel dainty, refreshed and really clean after a Massengill 
Powder douche. Its fresh fragrance is appealing. Its scientific 
formula is carefully prepared to assure long-lasting cleansing, 
deodorizing, soothing protection. 

Doctors recommend Massengill Powder, and registered nurses 
use it widely. They know it is safe and effective. 


Massengill Powder solutions 
are easy to prepare and non- Ask for 
staining. Try it today—and be Massengill 


sure of personal cleanliness. pose 
your 
local ae ine 


pharmacy. : =J 5 
















| have been a reader of your wonderful 
magazine for the past two years, and I think 
it is the greatest. I would appreciate it very 
much if you publish my name in the Pen Pal 
section of your magazine. 

[ am 17 years old, 5’7” tall, and I weigh 110 
ibs. I have brown eyes, dark brown hair, and 
a tan complexion. My hobbies are reading 
novels, writing, collecting albums, and cook- 
ing. I love all sports, especially basketball. 

| would like to correspond with young men 
from 17 to 25 throughout the world, race does 
not matter. I promise to answer all letters and 
exchange photos if asked. 

Thank you and keep up the good work. 

Janice Harris 
684 Easter Avenue 
Akron 7, Ohio 


[ am a regular reader of TAN Magazine, and 
I'd like to become a member of your Pen Pal 
club. My name is James W. Reggans. I am 16 
years of age, and weigh 165 lbs. My height is 
59”. I have many hobbies. My favorites are 
track, football and baseball. 

[ will answer each and every letter from 
boys and girl ages 14-18. Will exchange photos 
if asked. 

James W. Reggans 
3655 Harrison 
Denver 5, Colo. 


I’m a regular TAN reader, and enjoy your 
magazine. I would like to have my name en- 
tered in you Pen Pal columns. I’m 18 years 
old, light brown complexion, black hair and 
brown eyes. 

I'm a student (senior) at Darden High 
School here in Wilson, North Carolina. I’m 
interested in corresponding with young men 
from the ages of 18 to 26, regardless of race, 
color, creed or religion. I will exchange photo- 
graphs and answer all letters promptly. 

Miss Shirley L. Williams 
1301 East Queen St. 
Wilson, N. C. 


| dig your method of correspondence, it’s 
way out. Your mag is the most. I am a regu- 
lar reader of TAN, and would dig you the most 
if you would print my name in the Pen Pals 
section of your most heavy magazine. 

The magic formula for this young G.I. is: 
weight, 173 lbs; height, 5’11”; color of hair, 
black; brown eyes; light brown complexion. 
I dig jazz, modern art and heavy poems. 
would like to hear from young ladies all over 
the states. My age is 21. 

Like crazy, man, for letting my name ap- 
pear in your mag. Girls, please don’t let me 
down! | am king, but you can wear my crown. 

A/2C George A. Sharpe 
5010th Supply Sqdn—Box 57 
AP’ 


O 927 

Seattle, Wash. 

[ am an ardent reader of TAN Magazine and 
would like to have my name placed in your 


Pen Pal columns. I am 20 years old, 5'7%”, 
have brown complexion, black hair and am 
considered attractive. My main interests are 
modeling, jazz, and hair styling. 

| would like to correspond with young men 


6 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


between the ages of 22 and 39. I will answer 
all letters and exchange photos. 

Miss Leola Manson 

6919 Bonsallo Ave. 

Los Angeles 4, Calif. 


I have just finished reading the new TAN 
Magazine for December. It is really a grand 
magazine. I think your Pen Pal section is very 
interesting. 

I would like very much to correspond with 
some young fellows from the ages of 19 to 22. 
My age is 18, height 5’9”, complexion, brown. 
My only hobby is collecting records of big 
band jazz artists. 

At present I attend junior college. I am 
taking a medical course. My ambition in life 
is to become a nurse and work with crippled 
children. 

I would like very much to correspond with 
some fellows. 

Gwen Wilson 
2980 Carter 
Detroit 6, Mich. 


I am a TAN reader and would like to become 
one of your Pen Pal members. I am a Negro 
girl 5’3%” tall, medium brown complexion, 
black hair, brown eyes, and nearly 18 years 
old. 

I would like to correspond with both males 
and females of the United States and other 
countries, regardless of race, color, or creed. 
My hobbies are reading, writing, and dancing. 
In sports, I like to watch basketball, football 
and volleyball. 

I will answer all letters promptly and would 
like to exchange photos. 

Willie Estus Lewis 


Route 1, Box 59 
Bell City, Mo. 


I like your magazine very much and think 
the Pen Pal section is great for those of us 
that are a long way from home and want some- 
one to write to. After reading it, I looked over 
the Pen Pal part, and then decided to send you 
my address in the hope that you may put it in. 

I am stationed in the Pacific, on Midway 
Island. I am a record disk jockey here, and 
am having a ball. I am 21, and have brown 
eyes and hair. I am 165 lbs., and am 5’8”. 
Like rock and roll, and rhythm and blues, also 
jazz. Like all sports. 

Robin Stewart Metze 
USNS #3080 NPO DUTY 
Yo FPO 

San Francisco, Calif. 


Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pals columns? I am 17 years old, Negro, with 
light brown complexion, reddish brown hair, 
brown eyes. I am 5/2” tall, and a high school 
graduate of ’59. 

I enjoy sports, going to movies, music and 
reading. My main hobbies are writing letters 
and poems. I would like very much to corre- 
spond with both boys and girls between the 
ages of 17 and 25. I will answer every letter 
received. 

Thanks very much. 

Miss LaVerne Johnson 
301 Minden St. 
Taylor, Texas 


I am a new reader of your magazine Tan, 
and I find it just wonderful. I like your Pen 
Pal section very much and would like to be- 
come a member of it. 

I am 18 years old, 5’8”, 135 lbs., and have 
black hair and brown eyes, a tan complexion. 
My hobbies are collecting old rock and roll 
records, dancing, football, basketball and 
writing letters. 

I would like to hear from young ladies from 
16 to 18. I promise to answer all letters 
promptly and exchange photos. 

James Fuller 
53 East 96th Street 
New York 28, N. Y. 


I have been a constant reader of TAN Maga- 
zine for quite some time, and I would appreci- 
ate it very much if you would publish my name 
in your Pen Pal section. 

I am 19 years of age, light brown complex- 
ion, brown eyes, and black hair. I’m 5/1” tall, 
and am considered attractive. I have only one 
hobby and that’s writing letters. I love all 
types of music. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
and women from all over the world. Race is 
no barrier. I promise to answer all letters, 


and exchange photos. 
Miss Edna Lewis 


714 Maple St. 
Lockland 15, Ohio 


I would be very grateful if you would be 
so kind as to enter my name in your Pen Pal 
section. I would like to correspond with girls 
between the ages of 17-19, no matter what 
race or creed. 

I am 18 years old, 5’11”, and weigh 152 lbs. 
I have black hair and brown eyes. I will try 
to answer all letters. Thank you very much. 

Jerry Jackson 

538 12 79 HSHR 

Company 588 

U. S. Naval Training Center 
San Diego 33, Calif. 


I am a regular reader of your magazine and 
I would like to have some Pen Pals. I have 
always promised myself to write to you, but I 
never really got on to it, so now I take 
opportunity. 

I am 26 years of age, dark brown com- 
plexion, 63” tall, and weigh 193 Ibs. I would 
enjoy having boys and girls between the ages 
of 17 and 30 to be my pals. 

My chief interests are books, recorded music, 
and movies. 

Horace St. Clair Emtage 
4th Ave. Alleyne Park 
Bush Hall, 

St. Micheal 

Barbados, W. I. 


I am 33 years old, a good natured fellew, 
excellent appearances. For the present, I am 
single and unattached. I wish to correspond 
with young ladies between the ages of 25 and 
30 years old. Will answer all letters. 

Teddy Lipton 

Y Laurenz 

585 E. 166th St. 
New York 56, N. Y. 
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By Eve Lynne 


D EAR EVE: 

I am nineteen years old, six feet four 
inches tall, and always well-dressed. Be- 
fore I graduated from high school last 
year, | had a number of dates, but now 
that I’ve graduated, I have a well-paying 
job. I stay dressed all the time, and no 
girls will say anything to me because 
they figure that a boy like me could 
never be lonesome, but I am. As soon as 
a girl sees me, she brands the name 
“playboy” on me. 

What should I do to get back in cir- 
culation again? 

Mr. Lonesome 


Dear Mr. Lonesome: 

They should all have your problems! 
It does seem that you'll have to prove 
your sincerity, though. If you’re “ready 
for steady,” try paying serious, constant 
attention to one particular young lady, 
dating no one but her. If you're not, 
what’s wrong with being a playboy for a 
while? Find a playgirl! 


Dear Eve: 

I am a 17-year-old girl who is very 
much in love with a married man. He 
had to get married, but he says he loves 
me. But he still has other girls. He al- 
ways ends up coming back to me, though, 
and I end up taking him back. He is 
suing for divorce. 

Could you help me? 

Don’t Know 


Dear Don’t: 

No. And neither could anyone if 
you're going to “end up taking him 
back.” Let him go. 


Dear Eve: 

I am 25 years old, and white. I have 
been going with a colored fellow for 
several months, and love him very much. 
He is a wonderful man, and has a good 
job on construction. We were planning 
on getting married soon, but my mother 
is quite against it. How can I make her 
realize that this is the only man I’ve 
ever really loved, and know that we will 
be happy? How can I get her to give 
us her blessings? 

His family is quite the opposite. They 
are very happy for us, and are wonder- 
ful to me. This only makes it worse for 
me, as I feel so bad about the whole 
thing. I have prayed so hard, but things 
have not changed at all. Please try to 
tell me what to do. 


GC. A. 
Dear G. A. T.: 


Some opinions can be changed, some 
cannot. If, after meeting and getting to 
know your fiance, your mother is still 
against him, then you must realize that 
you are faced with the choice between 
the two. Whichever your choice, make 
it without bitterness, with mature con- 
sideration, and no strings attached. 


Dear Eve: 

I am 16 years of age. I love a boy, 20, 
but he does not love me. He loves my 
cousin, but he goes to see her and then 
comes to see me, sometimes. I have other 
boyfriends, but I don’t love them as 
much as I love him. Please tell me what 
to do? 

Every time I hear his name, it fills 
my eyes, and I feel weak all over, so 
please help me. Tell me what to do, 
please, because it will hurt me so if I 
have to break up. I will leave the coun- 
try if I have to do that to forget him. 

Miss Unhappy 


Dear Miss Unhappy: 

He seems to have the same effect on 
you as peeling an onion. Besides, he 
belongs to your cousin. Hands off. 


Dear Eve: 

I am 19 years of age, and in love with 
a man old enough to be my father. He is 
very good to me, so is his wife, but I am 
really in love with him. So will you 
please help me? 

Just call me— 


Worried 


Dear Worried: 
Read my advice to Miss Unhappy. 
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“LYSOL” © 
\ 


Millions of women wouldn't dream 


of using home-style douches! 


They know that “Lysol” is so much 


surer! 


They know that “Lysol” is best for 
douching because: 


1. “Lysol” kills germs on contact— 


the very germs that cause odor! 


2. “Lysol” keeps you sure of your- 


self—sure you're sweet and nice inside! 


Use it regularly. “Lysol” brand dis- 


infectant is mild. Won’t hurt you! 


Send for free booklet 
on how to douche the 





way a doctor recom- 
mends. ( Mailed in 
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plain wrapper.) Write 
to “Lysol,” Bloom- 
field, N. J.. Dept. D259. 


BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product + Also available in Canada 
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Clothes do the most for the girl 
with a lovely complexion! So, use 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and see your dull, drab 
skin take on a lighter, brighter, 
softer, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster way to 
lighten skin. 


BLACK = AnD WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 


All types for recordings, 
etc. Booming music 
business needs new song 
writers. Send poems now 
for FREE examination. 
ASCOT MUSIC, INC. © Studie L-2 
6021 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calit. 
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NOW at home in pene ce you can train 

ey telnet pon analyst. There is abig 
and growing demand fc = experts in this fascinat- 
ing science of acter and personality 
traits from ordinary 


hour from ing. 
tioned document work, etc. —_ > = rapbo analyst 
teaches you how to understand 

elading yourself. It’s an exciting new fie! ~ 
to both men and women. 


Send for FREE Sauste Lesson 
Let us tell you about the amazing 
opportunities open to you in 
handwriting ysis. No obli- 
-4 gation Write today for our big 
: FREE catalog and sample les- 

-3 son. Both will be rushed out 
to you by mail in a sealed en- 
velope, without charge. 
(Please state your age.) 
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By Margo Hughes 


nse singer Ruth Christie is the vocalist on the 

new version of My Mother’s Eyes, and not Nellie 
Lutcher (who made the song a hit in 1947) as was first 
suspected. Miss Christie’s tune, with a rock ’n’ roll beat, 
is on Liberty Records. 


Jazzman Dizzy Gillespie has joined the literati and is 
writing his life story, like all the rest. He is titling the 
bit, Dizzy Spells. Count Basie is also writing a book about 
his life in show business—that is, when his ghost writers 
can get him to hold still long enough to talk about it. Which 
isn’t very often. Meanwhile, his Catherine is busy thinking 
up a clever title. 


Sarah Vaughan, however, is having no title trouble 
with the new album she’s made with the Count Basie band 
behind her. It’s simply No-Count Sarah. 


There is a tape in existence of a “jazz scene” with 
Miles Davis, featuring four min- 
utes of the noise when he was be- 
ing bopped by several New York 
police in front of Birdland. It hap- 
pened that some fellows across the 
street were recording and when 
Miles came up for air out of the 
jazz joint and the scene started, 
these fellows stopped their own re- 
cording and turned the mikes on 


Dizzy Gillespie Miles. 





Bopper Babs Gonzales has written a new song, We 
Can Live Off Love, which has been recorded by Pinocchio 
James, a blues singer Mrs. Lionel Hampton found in the 
woods of Memphis and recorded on Mrs. Hampton’s own 
label, Glad Records. Babs is going out personally to plug the 
recording of his latest melody efforts in the territory where 
this new singer is best known but with much apprehension 
because New Yorker Babs says he has never been south- 
south-before. 


The Treble Chords, a vocal group of young Italian 
fellows, are donating half of the royalties from their first 
Decca record hit, My Little Girl, to the NAACP. The group 
is handled by Hilda Daniels, a sepia public relations gal who 
travels with them and who has been responsible for their 
appearing on many NAACP benefits, which impressed these 


young men very much. 


West Coast jazz singer Jean Sampson refers to herself 
as a modern-day Cinderella because shoes have played an im- 
portant part in her good fortune. (Continued on Page 59) 
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Ernestine Anderson 





On The Reco 


THE FASCINATING ERNESTINE/Ernestine Anderson 


coming pop singer Ernestine Anderson has a well-loaded package here, which 





(Mercury) : 


Up and 


includes one or two new tunes and is enriched by an assortment of oldies but 
goodies, like Stompin’ At The Savoy, Beale Street Blues, and a tranquilized version 
of the usually zippy / Got Rhythm. She gets off to a fine, rhythmic beginning with 
Just A-Sittin’ And A-Rockin’, 
A New Town Is A Blue Town. The Nat Cole classic, Nature Boy, is warmly done. 


before giving the bluesy treatment to a new song, 


and Miss Anderson romps through Fascinating Rhythm and rocks delightfully on 
My Heart Belongs To Daddy and I Wish 1 Was Back In My Baby’s Arms. 
rarely-heard lyric, the Anderson voice takes over for the usual instrumental solo on 
Harlem Nocturne. A lament, Nobody’s Heart, rounds out the package. 

Miss Anderson sings very well (her voice sometimes seems a little wanting in 
the lower registers 


In a 


, but this may be a matter for the listener’s particular ear) and the 
album is a welcome addition to the pop shelf. 


WALTER PERKINS’ MJT +3 (Vee-Jay): This new Chicago group has come 
through with a sleeper here that is bound to leave jazz fans considerably shook up. 
The top tune in the package is an 8-minute tour de force surprisingly called Sleepy. 
But you will never sleep while this one is spinning. About as modern as jazz can 
get, it opens with a crashing cymbal and, after some interesting preliminaries, works 
into a brilliant saxophone stint by young (22) Frank Strozier. The tune is punc- 
tuated by Perkins’ intemperate outbursts on the drums, some of which will rock the 
rafters and shake the foundations of less-solidly constructed domiciles. Fine addi- 
tions are also made to the tune by trumpeter Willie Thomas, pianist Harold Mabern 
and bassist Bob Cranshaw. 

The album includes four other pieces, only one of which, The Whiffenpoof Song, 
will be familiar to listeners. 

This complete work is a wonderful introduction to the talents of the group headed 
by long-struggling Walter Perkins, 27, who once beat out rhythms on tin cans in 
Chicago alleys and used to race home after hearing trucks backfire and try to 


duplicate the sounds. Indeed, this calling card is something else. 
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TRUST YODORA 


Get the beauty-cream deodorant... 





fortified for longer, safer protection. 
specially kind 


Yodora is fluffy white... 
to sensitive skin. 
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7 Jewel Wristwatch 
With Every Bridal Set 
iSsies Exquisite Wrist. jf 
Ladies’ Man's Accurate , 
watch with 7 Jewel lever { 
movement in Mod- 

OK Yellow. Rollea 
Gola Plate case, stain- 
Jess back . 





Combination Offer 
When ordered and paid for Ry one year. 
Brida! set is beautiful 1 /2 OK YELLOW 
GOLD FILLED set with fishin Cy diamonds. The 
a , age me match perfectly. ith se beautiful rings 
pe + m plus a 7 jewel cs Meo for a total cost 


Ger. seiner PAYMENT PLAN. FULL vaar ve, Pay 
SEND just name and address. at 


and be si 
Money 5 
CONTINENTAL JEWELRY CO., Dept. 8-596, Beloit, Wis. 


HONEYMOON 
CHARM DROPS ARR 


Secret Aroma Helps 
Win the One You Love 


U pa urgettable as a lover's first kiss! Bew 
allure and captivate with this rare. Bascal fragrance. Just ONE DROP 
of this secret aroma will endure for hours . . . enchantingly encircle lovers 
like a binding knot... and will add a more thrilling, irresistible charm 
to you! 





eb 


FREE PERSONAL DIRECTIONS 
Free personal directions REVEAL HOW to use if you wish to experience 
ie wees love. The one you love can be yours...can is ove with great emotion 
an be awskened to a more exciting you . . if you KNOW HOW to use 
iheve pte drops 


PLUS! SECRETS OF WOR agen sour eyes 

* HOW TO WIN Love! missed. 

Many readers of that a cntighaasing bos ee oy : og 
M' ht so 8: sible 


It 

in SIMPLE, STRAIC HT FROM THE. SHOU DER 
LANGUAGE an, e3 Ser a NEW, JOYOUS 

confidential problems 
PACKED Wind” "AC vert AL a ae 
included with one yMvon 
SEND NO MONEY Fall size * pout le and “tewe 
book rent in piain wrapper. Pay postman on 
ery $1.9% plus postage or 7 — pow and we 
postage. One bottle ordered. RU Pit 
order now. MONEY BACK “Gu ARANTEL if you 
are Sat cumpletely delighted after trial use. Delay 
is t love 


DORELL PRODUCTS Co. 


Dept. 27 Bex A, Glen Oaks, MN. Y- 
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Dear — 

I don’t know who you are, but that wonderful, 
terrible thing called Woman’s Intuition makes me 
know that you exist, that you’re out there some- 
where. By all the rules I should hate you, but 
somehow I can’t quite. I’m no angel of mercy, 
though, and if I really knew you, I’m quite sure I 
would hate you. It would be only natural, you see, 
because I’m the wife of the man who will ring your 
doorbell in perhaps fifteen minutes or so. 

Look at the clock—10:15? Yes, let’s say he’s due 
to arrive at 10:30. You look at the clock a lot, don’t 
you? And there are a lot of other things you do, 
hopefully, aren’t there? It’s always hopefully, 
though, because you can’t ever be sure that he'll 
come, until he’s really there. Something, anything, 
might happen— 

First of all, though, I’d like to tell you a little 
bit about me—lest you misunderstand. I am not one 


of those wives who has ‘let herself go.’ There are 


no extra pounds, and my beautician knows me faith- 
fully. Our home and our children are neat and well 
kept. I am vitally interested in and concerned about 





























KEEP YOUR COMPLEXION HONEYMOON-ERIGHT 
_.. soft, clear and Nadinola-light 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
heat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
1ore different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
l'his remarkable medicated ingre- 
lient of NADINOLA works deep 
lown within the skin to brighten 
und lighten it, combat blackheads 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 





my husband’s business, and our life 
together. I love him, and him alone, 
more than anything in the world. I en. 
joy sex with him and he is shown this 
without reservation. We argue some, of 
course, but then most people normally 
do. We have our differences, but that 
adds a flavor to the living. 

Why then, you might wonder, does he 
come to you, and how do I feel about 
it, knowing? I can answer the last ques- 
tion quicker, easier, and [ would find it 
impossible to pretend about it. A part 
of me dies, almost, with the pain. It is 
like'an acwal physical tearing apart, this 
thing called heartache. No, I am not 
hard and callous about it—I do care. 

And why does he do it? Why is there 
a you? Why have there been others, 
and why perhaps will there be more, as 
time goes by? (Oh, my dear, you didn’t 
think you were the only one, did you?) 
I don’t know the answers to these ques- 
tions. It just seems that it is something 
he must do. He hears the rumble of a 
drum; it bids him come and he must go. 
I don’t know the psychology of the male 
mind, or reasons for these things. | 
think sometimes it’s better not to try to 
understand, for most of the time we 
don’t, really. 

You might wonder, too, why I ‘put 
up with that sort of thing’, why I don’t 
just leave. Oooh, now, that’s a happy 
thought for you, isn’t it? Well, that’s 
one of the reasons I don’t leave. I don’t 
want to make the wrong people happy. 

Then, there are our two children who 
adore their father, and vice versa. 
Tommy Jr. needs his father now, at 
eight, and will continue to need him, 
even more, as he grows up. Sharon is 
five, and thinks her father is some kind 
of God who can do no wrong. Oh, for 
the wonderful faith of children! Well, | 
haven’t disillusioned her, and I’m not 
going to. 

That brings up the matter of financial 
arrangements, if I should be so foolish 
as to leave him. The expense, and sacri- 
fice for him and all of us, in maintaining 
two households is far too great. 

But one of the most important reasons 
of all is, that he loves me and needs me. 
I know what you’re thinking—why does 
he hurt me then? As I’ve said, I can’t 
answer that one. 





NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Once, at a cocktail party, he tried to 
explain a casual flirtation to me— 
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Just one jar will make your complexion brighter,  ses-sity. Grightens skin, i enriched with fe It means absolutely nothing to me, 
7 ° ° lessens cosmetic relieve , M4 
clearer, lighter and lovelier. pemnenting eta pena tind honey,” he said, earnestly. “You know 
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I love you. This doesn’t have anything 
to do with us. I had a few drinks with 
this girl, and we just hit it off together. 
By tomorrow I may have forgotten her 
name.” 

Well, in the end, he made me feel like 
I was the foolish one, and he went on 
back to the girl he’d been courting all 
evening. My husband explains things 
very well. But you know that, of course. 

Now that you know something about 
me. I shall take the liberty of trying to 
construct in my mind a picture of you. 
First of all, | wonder which type you 
are—he seems very absorbed and _ in- 
volved. so perhaps you are the aggres- 
sive, demanding type. If so, you are 
supremely confident of yourself and 
your abilities. You intend to be first, 
sweeping all else aside. I can just im- 
agine some of your conversations with 
my husband: 

“—_don’t know how much longer you 
expect me to wait before you ask her 
for a divorce.” 

“But baby.” he says, “there are so 
many things to be decided on. | can’t 
do it right now anyway.” 

“Why can’t you?” you ask, a harsh, 
rasping tone beginning to creep into 
your voice. “And when will you? You 
know what I can do for you, and what 
we can mean to each other. There’s no 
limit to what we can do together.” 

“I know, baby, I know,” he says 
soothingly, “just give me a little time, 
that’s all I ask. You know what | want 
to do, don’t you baby?” The last coax- 
ingly, and you begin to smile just a 
little. 

“Well,” you say, “it’s only that I’m 
anxious for you to face what has to be 
done, and get it over with.” 

“You know I will,” he says, “but why 
do you want to talk about things like 
that at a time like this?” 

Naturally, even in my imagination, | 
don’t like the rest of the scene, but I im- 
agine it’s typical. 

So how long do you think you will 
last? You’re not going to change— 
you'll keep demanding. He’s not going 
to change—he does not want a divorce. 
He'll get tired of your nagging, aggres- 
sive ways, and you, yourself, will be the 
one who causes the end of your relation- 
ship. 

Or perhaps you’re the materialistic 
type, though heaven knows you chose 
the wrong person this time! We just 
can’t afford it. (Continued on Page 66) 











Bonnie McEachin, successful business 
woman and owner of the Plaza Hotel, 

Norfolk, Virginia, is here shown in 
her own exquisitely furnished home. 


Lovely Lakeview Manor home looks out 
over the beautiful Lafayette River. 
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More people depend on pure ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly than any other dressing on earth 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-POND'S INC. 
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Manicure Magic 


we REMOVE CUTICLES 
WITHOUT CUTTING! 


plicator filled 
with Softol, 
mail 50¢ to 
SOFTOL, Inc. 
Irvington 11, 
N. J. 
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Best songs recorded FREE with 7-piece 
tra. We write music. Send poems for 
examination today! 

SONGMAKERS 
pt. T, 1472 ss New York 36, N. Y. 
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asy, exact way to know when your menstrual 
are due. This: MENSTRUAL DIAL shows 
plan vacations & dance dates, for months 
without the discomfort & interference of 
sal periods. Our exclusive MENSTRUAL DIAL 
een developed after years of study. You do 
ve to be a mathematician. Just a flick of 
ger tells the dates. Lasts forever! Mailed 
envelope. Send $1 today to: 


CONTROL LABORATORIES ( 4008 >) 2 East Ave., Larchment, W. Y. 
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y itched to death for 7‘; years. Then I 
d anew wonder-working creme. Now 
py,” writes Mrs. D. Ward of Los Angeles 
sed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 
chafing, rash and eczema with a new 

tific formula called LANACANE. This 
stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
ms while it soothes raw, irritated and 

1 tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 

« suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 


MAKE 7 MONEY | 


A DELIGHTFUL CAREER—SPARE 
OR FULL TIME— WITH FAMOUS 


HOOVER Uniforms 


big-income business for you 
li time! Experience not 
fake orders for famous 

of smart, colorful uni- 





ses, beauticians, nurses, 
neluding Nylon, Dacron, 
ottons, HOOVER UNI- 
nown everywhere for 
aker styling plus top qual- 
COMPLETE STYLE 
ION, actual sample fab- 
yetions for starting—all 


Write: FREE 
HOOVER UNIFORMS OUTFIT 


ae of Styles 
NEW Y 2K 14. N.Y. | with fabrics 

















‘OUR MAN IN HAVANA’ 

In Our Man In Havana, the latest 
creation of Britain’s ace movie director. 
Sir Carol Reed, is a fascinating attempt 
to fuse high comedy with melodrama. 
Designed by writer Graham Greene, 
who adapted it from his own best-selling 
novel, as a comic thriller, the film is 
riotously funny much of the time. Main- 
ly responsible for its delightful moments 
are Alec Guinness, Noel Coward, Burl 
Ives, Sir Ralph Richardson, Ernie Ko- 
vacs and Maureen O’Hara. 

Coward, playing the role of a stiff, 
humorless, emissary of the British Se- 
cret Service, contributes a surprisingly 
effective dramatic performance, while 


wiuiitii 


Hi-Jinks in Havana. 


Ernie Kovacs as Capt. Segura, the Havana police chief, is wonderfully effective. 

The film is a delightfully daring spoof on modern espionage, and particularly 
certain types who still abound in the British Civil Service. 

Greene’s script, though chock full of funny lines and gags, is a trifle cluttered and 
confusing. But when all is done a total impression is left that one has seen an 
unusual study of cynicism and corruption aided by unbelievable bungling and 
stodgy thinking. The picture is full of strange happenings. 

All in all, Our Man In Havana, is an entertaining picture, which just misses 
being what it should and might have been: a little masterpiece of satirical comedy. 


NEVER SO FEW 


If you like action-packed drama com- 
bined with a “boy-meets-girl” theme. 
you will get your money’s worth and a 
bonus in Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer’s Never 
So Few. The film co-stars two of the 
screen’s most exciting personalities— 
Frank Sinatra as Capt. Tom C. Rey- 
nolds, co-commander of 600 Kachin 
guerillas in the steaming jungles of 
Burma during World War II, and Gina 
Lollobrigida as Carla Vesari, a pam- 
pered, expensively-kept doll. 

But even the lusty, illicit love affair 
has to take second place when compared 
to the gripping saga of war’s effect upon 
men and women trapped by its brutality 


Excitement in Burma. 


and futility. The tragic incidents bring out the best and the worst of the characters 
involved and add up to a powerful suspenseful tale, told with dashes of delightful 
humor and soul-stirring courage. The film, based on the best-selling first novel by 
Tom Chamales, has in addition to the two top stars, such favorites as Peter Law- 
ford, Steve McQueen, Brian Donlevy, Paul Henried, Richard Johnson, Dean Jones 


and Kipp Hamilton. 


Never So Few began production when M-G-M airfreighted tons of movie-making 
equipment to Ceylon to film strategic and topographical scenes in the jungles. The 
production company spent two months on location, came back with some of the 


most sensational battle sequences seen on film. 











Young, hot-headed and eager to drink from the 


cup of love, nobody could stop me from marrying Roger. 


Nobody could save me from the heartbreak that lay ahead 





MARRIED AT 


SEVENTEEN 














Why should I wait to marry Roger? I knew all I needed 


to know. I thrilled to his touch, I lived for his smile. 


Just thinking of having his kids sent chills up my spine 


| BEG OF YOU—you 
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+ QHIRLEY. 

\“ don’t know what you’re doing,’ 
pleaded with her arms out- 
tretched to me beseechingly. 

“lve never been more sure of any- 
thing in my life, than I am of Roger 
ind our love,” I answered. “The only 
reason you object to our marriage is his 
religion—you’ve admitted that,” I said. 
“That just isn’t reason enough.” 

My father sat on the edge of the sofa, 
his head in his hands. When he looked 
up at me, his face was tired and drawn. 
‘We are only thinking of you, Shirley. 


mother 


We only want your happiness.” 
My lip curled as I said, “Sure you are 
you're only thinking of me—if I do it 
your way.” 
| picked up my suitcase and reached 
for the door knob. My mother’s voice, 
high and shrill, reverberated in my ears, 
You’re only seventeen years old and 
if you leave our home and marry that 
boy against our wishes—then don’t ever 
come back here again.” 
Margaret,” my father said hoarsely, 
“you don’t know what you’re saying.” 
Oh, yes I do. I know what I’m say- 
ing and I mean every word.” 
| tried to keep my voice steady as I 
said, “Goodbye, Mom. Goodbye, Dad.” 
| did not look back. I had hoped they 
would give in at the last minute and go 
with me downtown to meet Roger. Now 
| would have to lug the heavy suitcase 
on the bus. I straightened my shoulders 
and trudged up to the bus stop, hate and 
resentment burning in me every step of 
the way. I was only seventeen, that was 
true, but that was no reason for my 
parents to act like I didn’t have sense 
enough to come in out of the rain. 
| had been dating Roger for the last 
eight months. I knew I couldn’t ever 
know him any better if we waited an- 
other year—or two years—or an eter- 
nity. | knew all I needed to know. I 
thrilled to his touch. | found myself wait- 
ing for his broad grin. I thought of all 
the things that you were supposed to 
think about before marrying someone: 
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how I would like sitting across the break- 
fast table from him the rest of my life; 
if I could take care of him if he got sick. 
If he would be a good father; if I wanted 
my children to look and act like him. 
Just thinking about having his children 
sent funny little chills down my back 
bone. 

Besides all that, he was 22 years old, 
he had a good job at the glass factory— 
and—well, the whole world looked like 
a shiny Christmas tree—until I thought 
of my parents and their stupid reasons 
for not wanting me to marry. | should 
finish school, they said. And they knew 
I hated school. Besides that, I was flunk- 
ing. I couldn’t study. Every time | tried 
to get my assignments, Roger’s face 
would float on the book in front of me 
until I couldn’t think of anything but the 
feel of his lips on mine—the scratchiness 
of his unshaven cheek—the strength of 
his arms. I didn’t care if I ever gradu- 
ated or not. Then Mom and Dad pulled 
their trump—or so they thought. They 
objected to Roger being a Protestant. 
They said our church would not recog- 
nize my marriage, that I would be living 
in sin. Well, maybe that’s what they 
thought—as for me—I would feel very 
much married! 

The bus lumbered around the corner 
and I climbed aboard. I was so excited 
I thought we would never get downtown. 
On every corner there was a passenger 
waiting; giggling kids that took their 
time or real old people who huffed and 
puffed as they slowly stepped up on the 
bus. 

Then we were downtown and even be- 
fore I got off the bus I saw Roger waiting 
on the corner, eagerly searching the 
crowds that alighted from the buses. 

“Hello, darling—I thought you’d nev- 
er get here.” He looked behind me and 
I knew he thought as I did, that my 
parents would not let their only child run 
off and get married all alone. 

“They aren’t coming, Roger, and we 
are never to speak of them again. They 
disowned me,” I said. 


Roger sounded uncertain as he said, 
“Honey, do you want to wait? Ill un- 
derstand if you do.” 

“I’ve made up my mind. I love you, 
Roger. Ill never want anyone but you.” 

Later, Roger’s hand shook when he 
placed the single gold band on my finger. 
His voice trembled as he said the beau- 
tiful words that I had heard for so long 
in my dreams “in sickness and in health 
—so long as ye both shall live.” 

Mom was wrong, I thought, as I went 
into his arms for my first wifely kiss. 
| couldn’t feel more married. 

We had rented a small apartment up- 
stairs over a tavern. I had to admit it 
could have been cleaner but, then, it 
would look different with new curtains 
and a few dime store pictures, I consoled 
myself. Besides, with Roger everything 
was fun. When we found out the place 
was teeming with cockroaches, we 
bought roach powder by the carload and 
after a week, it was much better. Then 
when an occasional stray one. would 
scurry across the sink, Roger would 
laugh and say, “Don’t hit him if he has 
a hat on, honey. That’s Oscar and I told 
him he could stay. He likes our place 
better than downstairs.” 

“Roger, you idiot,” I would laugh, 
falling in his arms. 


E HAD ONLY been married two 

months when we found out I was 
pregnant. We had tried to be careful so 
we could save a little each payday to- 
ward a better apartment and our own 
furniture. I was scared—yet deeply 
inoved that I was to have a child of my 
own. 

“Let me get a job for a couple of 
months to help out,” I said to Roger as 
I lay in his arms the night I told him. 

“Not on your life, Mrs. Anderson. You 
have a husband to take care of you.” 
| put my arms around him and pressed 
as close to him as I could. I loved him 
so. He was so good. I knew he would 
always take care of me. 

Yet, the next payday as we sat around 





the kitchen table putting his money into 
the little brown envelopes marked for 
our needs, we just couldn’t put as much 
in as we had planned. He reached across 
the table and covered my hand with his, 
“Do you feel up to a part-time job, 
honey?” Then he hastened to add, “Just 
for a couple of weeks until we can get a 
little ahead for the baby?” 

I hurried around the table and sat on 
his lap. “I won’t mind a bit—in fact | 
think it would be fun. There isn’t much 
housework and | don’t have enough to 
do.” He squeezed me hard and I thought 
to myself, How married can you get? 

The next day, bright and early, | 
started off with a morning paper under 
my arm. There was an ad for a re- 
ceptionist and | answered that first. 
“Um-m-m, I’d like to work here,” | 
thought as I entered. The rugs were 


perfectly matched to the drapes and the 


furniture was so shiny it made you afraid 
to touch it. 

A young man interviewed me. | wasn’t 
too disappointed when he said | didn’t 
have enough education. After all | 
couldn’t expect to be hired the first place 
I went. But by noon, I felt beat. My feet 
hurt and my makeup was a mess and [| 
felt my first flicker of doubt: You don’t 
suppose you can’t get a job just because 
of a silly piece of paper, do you? Of all 
the dumb things. But I was down to the 
last ad: clerk in a dime store. Now any- 
body could do that. Just stand behind 
a counter and hand people what they 
want and ring it up in the cash register. 

A half an hour later I came storming 
out of the store. | was mad and I couldn’t 
help showing it. When the manager 
asked me about taking inventory and 
ordering merchandise, of course | didn’t 
know what he meant. How could 1? I 
had never worked before. Then he asked, 
oh so politely—didn’t I have any busi- 
ness course in high school? 

I felt a little better when I got home. 
I started supper and the prospect of 
Roger being home soon made me feel 
better. I opened a can of biscuits and 
stuck them in the oven as an extra treat 
with our frozen French fries and fried 
canned meat. I washed my face and put 
on fresh make-up. I heard his step on 
the stairs and he stuck his head in the 
door and said, “How’s my working 
wife?” 

I burst into tears. If he had slapped 
me, he couldn’t have hurt me more. 
“What’s the matter, honey?” Then he 





The first blow came when | got tired of 
sitting around the house watching the 
bills pile up, and decided to get a job. 
There just wasn’t anything for anybody 
who hadnt even finished high school. 
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up with them—well, it’s okay with me. | 
can’t remember my folks, but I under- 


ed to kid me out of it by saying, 
You’re not having moods already, are 
stand a girl usually wants her mother at 
a time like this.” 

I threw myself in his arms and sobbed 
against his shoulder. “I only want you. 
You’re all Pll ever want.” Then why 
was there that emptiness in my heart? 

I didn’t try to get any other jobs, and 


r the first time, I didn’t think he 
funny. It made me madder. I cried 


r. Deep down I felt like I had failed “Did you ever think I might be getting 


tired of you hanging around my neck,” 
he asked, “tired of coming home every 
night to those cow eyes with that ‘I'll 
stick-with-you-to-the-bitter-end look?” 


1en I finally sobbed this out, he 
‘For Pete’s sake—is that all? Don’t 


Maybe you'll get something to- 


. | DIDN’T get something tomor- 
row. By the end of the week I gave 
\t this rate, by the time I found 
thing | would have to quit. 
was sitting at the table having an- 
up of coffee after Roger left, when 
was a knock on the door. I was 
1 when | opened it to find my 
r standing there. 
rley—” she said uncertainly— 
first my heart jumped with glad- 
t seeing her. Then I remembered 
yrds when I had left home and | 
ny face was a mask as I said 
“What do you want?” 
heard—we heard—your father and 
t you—” she stumbled for words, 
lawned on me that she knew about 
iby. She continued—“that we’re 
to be grandparents.” She smiled 
knew there was forgiveness in that 
My heart felt like it was being 
zed within me, but cruelly, as only 
ing can do, I said, “Yes—how do 
e having a bastard grandchild?” 
r hand flew to her throat and she 
t whispered, “What do you mean?” 
Vell, if the church doesn’t recognize 
rriage, how can it accept a child 
non-married couple?” | laughed 
uy. 
rley—please forgive us. Your fa- 
nd | were only trying to guide you 
own happiness—if we were 
we apologize. We want your 
ess. Yours and Roger’s.” 
ate, Mom. See you around,” I 
irtlessly. Then, though it hurt 
immed the door, slammed it in 
mother’s face. I stood very still 
ened with held breath until I 
unsteady steps walk away. 
| went in and threw myself on the 
had a good cry. 
es were red-rimmed and swol- 
Roger got home and I told him 
tly what I had done. 
yu sure that’s what you want, 
| mean—if you want to make 


I felt like a dumb cluck. I busied myself 
during the day trying to learn to knit 
from a book. And | put my hair up 
every morning after Roger went to work. 
I would brush it until it was no longer a 
dull brown but had a shiny look to it. 
Then right before he came home from 
work, I would get all cleaned up, even 
using perfume. Every time I looked in 
the mirror I wondered why he had 
chosen me to love. Average hair—aver- 
age gray eyes—average everything really 
—except my figure was good. I would 
smooth my flat tummy and think to my- 
self, “Ill never get fat, never—anever, 
*cause then maybe Roger wouldn’t love 
me any more.” 

I loved cooking new things for Roger 
and I was trying to make an icing for a 
box cake that had turned out like a pic- 
ture in a magazine, and | didn’t hear our 
door open. 

“Hi, honey,” said Roger. 
dropped the spoon in the goo, he star- 
tled me so. “I didn’t hear you come in.” 
Then I looked at the clock. “Aren’t you 
early today?” 

For the first time I noticed how white 
he looked and the muscles around his 
mouth were twitching. “Are you sick?” 
I asked with a scared feeling in the pit of 
my stomach. Funny, I had never thought 
of it before, but what if something hap- 
pened to Roger? I couldn’t imagine life 
without him. 

“No. No, I’m not sick. In fact I wish 
that I was.” The fear became an icy 
lump in the pit of my stomach and sick- 
ened me. | almost whispered, “Then 
what is it?” 

“I lost my job,” he said hoarsely. 

Relief flooded me. “Is that all?” Then 
I realized what I had said. “Oh, honey 
—I know that’s a blow—but I was afraid 
something more serious was wrong.” 

Irritably he said: “Right off hand | 
can’t think of anything more serious. 
Here we sit, the two of us—we have to 
eat and have a roof over our heads and 
a kid coming—and no income.” 

Tears rushed to my eyes and | said, 
“Well, if having a child disturbs you— 


I nearly 


Se, Re ities 


When poverty walked 
in the door, love 
didn’t exactly go 
flying out the window. 
It just got tougher 
to face each other 


day in and day out 











Pretty soon, there 
Just weren’t any words 


between us, no sort 
of understanding 

at all. We were just 
two human beings, 


sharing nothing 


maybe we better do something about it.” 

Instead of sympathy, he said, “Under 
the circumstances you could be more 
helpful. Stupid remarks don’t help a 
bit.” 

“Stupid. Well of all the—” then I bit 
back the hateful words that burned my 
lips. What kind of a wife was I? 

“That was stupid, wasn’t it?” I agreed. 
“I think I get dumber every day.” 

Roger said nothing but sank down in 
a chair and laid his head on the table. 
In a few moments he looked up. “I guess 
I’m borrowing trouble. I'll probably get 
something tomorrow.” 

I hope so, | thought fervently to my- 
self, remembering my fruitless search 
from place to place. 


M* FEARS were realized as every day 

for the next week, Roger left home 
bright and early, in a cheerful frame of 
mind. And every night he came home, 
despondent, discouraged and I guess 
downright scared. 

Sunday morning at breakfast I said, 
“Why don’t you just apply for unem- 
ployment compensation, Roger? That 
will help out until you find something.” 

“IT can’t get unemployment,” he said 
brusquely. 

“Why not?” I questioned with a sense 
of foreboding. 

“Because I wasn’t really laid off, that’s 
why. I got in an argument with a guy— 
and | quit.” 

“For heaven’s sake—what did you ar- 
gue about that was so important you’d 
quit?” I asked. 

“Nothing. Nothing important anyway. 
We just got in an argument and the first 
thing you know, we were hollering and 
cussing and the superintendent came in 
and broke it up. He told me to apologize 
and I wouldn’t. By God, it wasn’t my 
fault. The other guy started it.” 

“And did he quit, too?” I asked, 
through stiff lips. 

Roger didn’t answer and | almost 
screamed at him, “Did he? Well—did 
he?” 

“No,” he shouted, his face almost 
against mine. “The big jerk kowtowed 
to the boss and said he was sorry. Well 
—I wasn’t going to say I was sorry when 
I wasn’t.” 

“Very brave of you, I’m sure,” I said 
bitingly. 

“And I don’t need you yapping at me 
either,” he said. There was a loud slam 
and I could scarcely believe Roger had 


gone out banging the door behind him. 

Like a sleepwalker I went to the big 
arm chair by the window and sat down. 
I didn’t move but sat in the glare of the 
flashing blue—red—blue—red of the 
neon light. Night was almost over when 
Roger came stumbling up the steps. The 
unmistakable odor of whiskey enveloped 
the room when he opened the door.. He 
went toward the bed and when he did not 
see me there, he called out in the dark- 
ness, “Shirley—Shirley.” 

“Here I am,” I said from the place 
where I had kept my vigil. He stumbled 
to me and dropped on his knees, burying 
his head in my lap. “Forgive me, honey. 
Please forgive me. I am so worried about 
you. I feel like such a failure.” 

My blood started coursing through my 
veins again. Our marriage isn’t over, 
I thought happily as I gathered my pre- 
cious husband in my arms and cradled 
him as one would a baby. “It’s all right, 
it’s all right,” I said, “as long as we have 
one another.” 

He picked me up in his arms and car- 
ried me to our bed. Tenderly he un- 
dressed me, scolding me in a sweet low 
voice for not resting, but loving me— 
loving me. 


HE NEXT MORNING neither of us 

spoke of the night before, and vali- 
antly Roger set off to find another job. 
My hands shook as I went about my 
housework. I wished so very hard that 
he would find something today. I was 
just finishing the dishes when a knock 
sounded on our door. 

“Howdy, Mrs. Anderson.” It was the 
tavern owner from downstairs. 

“Didn’t mean to disturb you—but my 
dish washer didn’t come in to work to- 
day and I was wondering if you could 
help me out.” 

“I'd be glad to, I'll be right down.” 

I ran a comb through my hair and 
hastily applied some lipstick before go- 
ing down. I was real happy at the pros- 
pect of being able to surprise Roger that 
night with the money. Better still, may- 
be I could work steady for awhile. 

I almost changed my mind when I got 
down there. The beer bottles were piled 
high everywhere and the stale smell of 
tobacco hung heavily on the air. I almost 
gagged but then plunged determinedly 
into the mountain of greasy plates with 
the strings of raw onions and blobs of 
ketchup. The cups were lipstick stained 
and filled (Continued on Page 51) 
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I didn’t really care what the gossips said about Les and I. 
' was tired of being a lonely girl in a stupid town 


where everybody minded your business like it was their very own 











I had my own ideas about what 

I wanted out of life. Some 
fun, some laughs, some bit of 

| frecduon to do the things I 
pleased. Why couldn’t you 





have that, even if married? 


6¢— NEVER WANT TO SEE another sand dune!” I 

cried. The words echoed back to me in the quiet 
house. I pulled the drapes across the window to shut out 
the early morning view of the beach and ocean. But the 
sound of the surf pounded in my ears. I ran to the back 
of the house into the bedroom and threw myself across 
the bed. But the pillow couldn’t smother the lap, lap of 
the waves or my husband’s words racing around and 
around in my mind. 

Was it just a few minutes ago Les had said, calmly, as 
if talking about the weather, “There’s nothing left of our 
marriage, Connie. It’s useless to talk about it.” And then 
he had gone. 

Lying there on the bed, I couldn’t cry. The tears were 
there but they wouldn’t come. This terrible thing wasn’t 
possible. I loved my husband—more than ever now. 
Surely, Les would come back. He couldn’t mean what he 
had said. This couldn’t be happening to me. 

But then it was hard to believe that anything in the 
past year had taken place. We had been so happy, full 
of anticipation, when we moved to Summer Beach. Never 
did I think my desire for fun and freedom would send 
Les away from me. 

Actually it had been less than a year since we'd come 
to California. | can remember how excited I was the day 
Les finally agreed to go out West to teach. 

Even before Les and I were married I wanted to leave 
Illinois. All my life I had lived in Elmwood, a dinky, 











Party. Wlarcriage 


tuffy town where a person couldn’t 
breathe without the total population of 
3,000 knowing it. And it was worse for 
) girl alone. My parents were killed in 
1 crash the night of my high school 
sraduation and people looked at me 
suspiciously when | said I'd rather live 
in a room by myself than stay with a 
friend’s family and hear their well-meant 
sympathies. It just made me more heart- 
broken and lonely. 

| don’t know why people were sus- 
picious because a plain girl like me never 
had a chance for a date, or any of the 
other things they talked about. No one 
new ever came to Elmwood. Most of my 
school friends had married and here I 
Connie Jennings, almost twenty- 
two, doomed to spend the rest of my life 
in a town I hated. If there had been any 


way for me to find a job somewhere 


was 


else 

But then I met Les Rickart, and for 
awhile | didn’t think about the town or 
its dull, nosey people. In fact, I could 
hardly keep my mind on my job. I was 
working in the school office at the time. 
That’s where I first saw him. He was 
just out of college and had come to apply 
for a teaching position. I never will for- 
get how surprised I was to find out he 
taught. With his tanned skin and broad 
shoulders he looked more like a con- 
struction boss. And he didn’t have the 
serious expression which I thought went 
with teachers. His dark eyes danced and 
twinkled. 

Just his presence would make me 
tingle all over and I could never keep 
my hands from shaking when I’d hand 
him whatever papers or forms he had 
come for. 

One day, at noon, he came in to see 
the superintendent, but I was the only 
person around. Everyone had gone to 
lunch. He started to leave, but then 
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changed his mind and turned around. 

“Say, Connie, the teachers are having 
a picnic next week—” 

“Yes?” I breathed, my heart pound- 
ing, not daring to hope— 

“Would you come with me?” 

I tried to keep my voice normal. “Id 
love to.” 

Les grinned and all at once I knew | 
was hopelessly in love with him. 

After that we dated often. We'd take 
long walks through the wooded section 
just outside town. It was wonderful to 
hear the leaves crunching under our feet 
and to feel Les’ protective arm around 
me when a gust of cold wind would make 
us shiver. 

It was after one of those walks that | 
was reminded how much | despised Elm- 
wood. I came into the office one morning 
and overheard two of the women talk- 
ing. They weren’t aware that I was in 
the outer room hanging up my coat. 

“I saw his car, too. Disgusting.” One 
of the women said. 

“It certainly is,” agreed the other. 
“Imagine spending two hours in the 
woods. And a teacher, too! Anyone 
would know what was going on with 
those two!” 

“Well, it’s not his fault.” Someone 
laughed. “You know Connie. Alone 
like she is. And a plain Jane at that. 
She’d do anything to get a man!” 

I brushed against a clothes hanger 
and it clattered to the floor. The women 
stopped talking. As I bent to pick up 
the hanger angry tears smarted my eyes. 
Evil-minded women, | thought. How 
could they make something dirty out of 
a simple thing like a walk in the woods? 
Wasn’t there anything a person could do 
in this town without being talked about? 
Spied upon? If only I could get far 
away from this place. 

But I couldn’t leave now. Les was in 


Lying all day in the | 
sun, swimming at the 
beach at night, going 
to sophisticated 

little parties, that’s 
the life I longed for 


Elmwood, and he didn’t seem to be 
bothered about the constant jibes and 
remarks: “Spending a lot of time with 
Connie | see” or “That you I saw in the 
show last night—better find some place 
private for your signs of affection. Have 
to remember you're a teacher!” Les 
would laugh it off and say, “I don’t care 
who knows it—I’m in love with a girl 
with beautiful brown hair and grey-green 
eyes!” 

His words were like music and I felt 
like dancing with joy and for a few 
minutes the gossipy busy-bodies didn’t 
matter. 


E WERE TOGETHER a lot that 

winter, not doing anything special 
because Les didn’t make much money 
teaching, just happy to be near each 
other. It was on Valentine’s Day that 
Les asked me to marry him. Since 
neither of us had a family we decided 
not to wait and were married that week- 
end in the minister’s study. 

There were lots of sly remarks and 
funny looks when we went to work Mon- 
day. But I was floating on a cloud, so 
happy to be Mrs. Les Rickart that I 
didn’t care what people said or thought. 
I knew I didn’t have to get married. In 
a few months the gossips would see for 
themselves I wasn’t pregnant and then 
what could they find to talk about? 

There was plenty. Les and I bought a 
small used trailer to live in because even 
with both of us working there wasn’t 
enough money to make a down payment 
on a house. And apartments were scarce 
and expensive. Folks raised their eye- 
brows and got silly grins on their faces 
when we explained we lived in a trailer 
camp. It just wasn’t the place for a 
teacher and his wife to live, they seemed 
to say. 

It was after (Continued on Page 54) 
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All that winter Les 
and I went for long 
walks in the woods, 

planning the sort 

of life we would have 
together once we were free 

of all the gossips and busybodies 


were trying to run our lives for us 




















I stood on the bridge 
that night, staring 

down into the murky 
blackness in which I 


hoped to lose my soul 








All my castles in air had crumbled, my 


bridges burned. my dreams faded. Now, 


existence more painful than death 


all life had to offer me was a bitter 


itself. Why should I go on living 


when there was nothing to live for? 


HERE IS a crime which, if it is 

successfully perpetrated, is not pun- 
ishable by law. But in the eyes of 
Heaven it is the most unforgiveable act 
of all. I tried to commit that crime—and 
I was stopped by a man whose name | 
never knew. 

He came to me on the bridge that 
crosses the river from First Avenue over 
to the flats. It was late, about two in the 
morning, and there had been no traffic 
over the bridge in the half hour | had 
stood there in the middle. To my right 
the city was dark and silent. Over on 
the flats where the factories rose, there 
were strings of blue-white lights; from 
the top of a massive column a fierce red 
flame pointed into the night sky. I was 
aware of those things in the way the 
mind takes a two-dimensional picture, 
without feeling. It belonged to another 
world, one in which I had ceased to be- 
long. I had walked to that point in a 
blind search for an answer that did not 
exist. I had come without purpose or 
thought, least of all that of taking my 
life. It was only after I had stood for a 
while, gazing down at the black water, 
that it had begun to hold a fascination 
In the sounds it made, the 
lappings and whisperings, I heard a 
promise of peace and an end to pain. 

I heard no other sounds; | didn’t 
know he was near. It was in the instant 


for me. 


that I suddenly laid down my purse that 
I heard his step, and then I climbed the 
rail in panic, racing him. His hand clos- 
ing over my arm was like a band of 
I fought him. I kicked and 
pounded, and I remember the tears rac- 
ing down my face better than what I 
said to him. It only seemed to me that 
this was the most unendurable of all. 
that after all my heartbreak I was to be 
denied my only solution to a life that 


steel. 


was no longer bearable. 

He said in a rough, disgusted voice, 
“Now that I’ve got you, I don’t know 
what to do with you.” 

I had stopped struggling, but his grip 
remained hurting and powerful. He 
bent and scooped up my purse with his 
free hand and handed it to me. Then 
we walked back, he with long impatient 
strides, I stumbling and half running as 
I tried to keep from being dragged. On 
First Avenue, he stopped. 

“T ought to turn you in,” he said. 

He was looking for a policeman, | 
knew, and I cringed at his words. | 
thought of the cold voices that would 
question me and probe at the raw 
wounds I carried. Maybe they would 
send me to a hospital where I would be 
observed—and questioned—and unques- 
tioned. 

“No!” I whispered, and if he had 
moved ahead, he would have had to drag 


me along almost bodily. 

But he said calmly, “Okay. We'll go 
in Jake’s place for coffee and think about 
ha 

I didn’t want coffee and I didn’t want 
to talk, but I had no choice. I went with 
him quietly. 

I was too numb that first time to be at 
all observing in the little all-night res- 
taurant. There were two men sitting at 
the counter, and their loud argument 
ceased abruptly as we came in. The 
proprietor was just a voice in a stained 
apron who answered my escort’s greet- 
ing and brought coffee back to us in a 
booth at the rear. The coffee was very 
hot, but I sipped at it dutifully and the 
warmth was comforting in my throat. | 
realized dully that I had been trembling 
and that it was gradually subsiding. 

“Feel like talking?” asked my com- 
panion. His big hands lay quietly on 
the table, and I looked from them up to 
his face. A square face, without expres- 
sion. A rough-hewn face that looked as 
though it would defy expression. But 
his eyes were like wells of dark water. 
There was no light in them, no motion 
—but depth. And I knew I could talk 
to him. 

“Have you any family?” he asked 
then. 

I shook my head, and I saw him look- 
ing at the band on my third finger. With 
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STRANGE BLESSING 


First there was Johnny, snatched from me in 


the sweet sunrise of our marriage. Then there 


was Paul, whom I loved, and who never really 


existed at all. It was all like a nightmare 


an effort | answered the unspoken ques- 
tion 

‘My husband is dead.” 

“Is that the reason?” he asked. 

“No,” I said, and the words began to 
come easily. “Not by itself. Our mar- 
riage was—very happy. When Johnny 
was killed, I believed I had nothing to 
live for. | believed that happiness was 
over for me, and that I could never love 
anyone else. Whenever I lay down and 
closed my eyes, I prayed that I would 
die. | like that for eighteen 
months.” 

It’s a curious thing that one can say 
such things to strangers. Except for 
Paul, | had not told that much to any- 
one. During all that time when I was a 
grief-racked automaton, I had avoided 
people and spoken only when I absolute- 


was 


ly had to. 

| had married Johnny on my eight- 
eenth birthday. The uncle and aunt who 
had reared me stood around with long 
faces, announcing to anyone who would 
listen that I was much too young for 
marriage, but they didn’t succeed in 
covering their obvious relief at getting 
me off their hands. I couldn’t remember 
the automobile accident that had killed 
my father instantly and taken my moth- 
er’s life two days later, but I heard about 
it often enough. My uncle and aunt 
never let me forget that they had taken 
me because of their promise to my dying 
mother, and they made it plain that an 
extra mouth to feed was no easy burden. 
| grew up in their musty, dark house 
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under restrictions that no one I knew 
had to live with. There was no end to 
the housework that was expected of me: 
I was not allowed to have friends in or 
go out on dates. I wasn’t happy. but | 
accepted it without rebellion. It was 
better, I knew, than being in an orphan- 
age. 


I MET JOHNNY through his younger 

sister who was in my high school 
class. He-was a cub reporter on one of 
the papers, and he had big ears and a 
wide grin that was as much a part of 
him as his amazing vitality. He was 
frankly delighted with me from the first 
day. He laughed outright at some of my 
questions and said I was the most naive 
girl he had ever met, and he teased me 
gently, but in such a way that I knew he 
liked me the way I was. He overrode my 
hesitancy when he asked for a date, and 
the first time he came to the house the 
staid disapproval of my uncle and aunt 
was no match for his exuberent per- 
sonality. All through my senior year 
and the beautiful summer that followed 
we were together in every spare moment 
we could find. 

He liked to talk, and | loved to listen. 
He talked about life with humility and 
appreciation. He talked about love, all 
the different kinds there were, of the 
tragedies and crimes and heroisms that 
were done in its name. He opened a 
whole new world to me; until I knew 
him I had not been wholly alive. The 
attraction we had felt for each other at 


the beginning grew into a deep and 
wonderful love, until by summertime the 
sweetness of being together was almost 
an agony. 

On a night when he had held me 
closely for a long time, when our lips 
had clung and parted and met again in 
mounting hunger, when, at last, ex- 
hausted and trembling from the craving 
for kisses that could not still the restless 
need in both of us, I buried my face in 
his shoulder, my whole body ° pressed 
against his with all my strength. 

“I’ve tried to be practical,” came his 
voice finally. “I’ve thought we’d have to 
wait for marriage. You’re young. I can’t 
afford to support a wife yet. We know 
that | might be called into service at any 
time. Nothing’s certain. But I’ve been 
wrong, Jenny. There’s no reason to 
wait. to keep on tearing ourselves to 
pieces. Nothing’s ever certain in life, 
nothing except the kind of love we have. 
It's wrong for us to be apart. Without 
you, I’m nothing. With you, I could 
lick the world. Marriage isn’t an age or 
a bank account. It’s a oneness. More 
than belonging to each other. Being 
each other.” 

It was so like Johnny. He could al- 
ways find the words for things I could 
only feel in my heart. I tried to press 
closer to him. “Let’s get married now,” 
I said fiercely. “Tonight.” 
he said gently, happily. 
“There’s the matter of a license, my 
darling. And a minister and a bit of 
thought about where we'll live. But 
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we'll be married soon.” 

“Very happy” I had called our mar- 
riage. What pale words to describe the 
heaven of our year together! One room 
and a tiny bath and curtained-off kit- 
chen area was what we had,—and it was 
a palace. He wouldn’t let me work and 
making our tiny budget stretch was a 
joy and a challenge. All the little mun- 
dane things of daily living took on a 
kind of glory in the intimate sharing of 
them. On his mornings off, we some- 
times lay scandalously abed until noon, 
and when I finally decided to get up, 
Johnny would start a pillow fight. I was 
always outpointed, and by the time | 
collapsed, panting and laughing, he 
would sweep me up in his arms. Then 
the laughter suddenly died as our hearts 
raced and desire, fierce and overwhelm- 
ing and always new, flared again. 

When the weather grew pleasant, we 
breakfasted in the park, doing eggs and 
bacon on an outdoor fireplace. We 
always had the park to ourselves in the 
morning, and how sparkling the brook 
seemed then, and how clear the singing 
of the birds! 

On his evenings off, we listened to 
plays on the radio or baby-sat for the 
couple across the hall or just sat and 
talked, and I liked that the best of all. 
I liked to sit on the floor at his feet while 
he relaxed in the big chair. I remember 
telling him one night about my feelings 
for other people. 

“Before, the meat man was just the 
meat man,” I said, “and a lady on the 
street wheeling a baby carriage was just 
a stranger. Now everybody seems spe- 
cial to me. Why is that?” 

“That’s being in love,” he said under- 
standingly. “Some of it spills over.” 

I turned my face and pressed it 
against his knee. “But I love you so ter- 
ribly much,” I said. “With all of me. 
It wouldn’t seem as though there could 
be any left over.” 

“Sure,” he explained. “Love is like a 
patch of mint. The more you use, the 
more you have.” 

When Johnny was called into the 
army, we weren’t happy about it, cer- 
tainly, but we took it in stride. Nothing, 
not even a war, could touch what we 
had. I followed him as long as I could, 
living in cheap little rooms while he was 
in training. Then he shipped for Korea, 
and I stayed in the last city and got a 
job. That helped and other things, too. 


I started a (Continued on Page 60) 
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The stranger stepped out of the night to keep 
me from my date with destiny, to taunt me, to 
make me angry enough to want to go on living. 


At last I knew he had a terrible secret of his own 





Vhy were they all 
alike, the boys I fell 
ir? All wanting me 
to leave the father 


vho had given me 


everything. Why 


rent they willing 
to share my love? 
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SHOULD HAVE BEEN happy that 

morning. I was with Joe, the man I 
was going to marry—the man | loved 
with all my heart. Yet, in spite of Joe’s 
nearness, a deep dread kept weighting 
me down. My heart beat fearfully. /¢’s 
happening again. Something is coming 
between me and the man I love. I may 
lose him, like | lost Ken, and if | do— 

I couldn’t finish. I couldn’t face the 
emptiness of life without Joe. My first 
love for Ken Hawkins had been a teen- 
age tempest, and time had healed that 
heartache, but I was twenty-three now. 
A woman. If I lost Joe Dunne, I’d want 
to die. 

Through the dawn grayness, I looked 
at Joe, on the creek’s bank a little above 
me. His face was taut with the peculiar 
absorption of the fisherman, and in every 
line of it there was strength. Strong jaw, 
firm mouth and wide forehead. His 
shoulders were broad under the plaid 
mackinaw he wore. 

He turned, gave the sudden warm 
smile I loved. “Let’s go prepare break- 
fast,” he said. “We’ve got fish enough, 
and I’m starved. They taste best right 
out of the creek, this way.” 

“They'll taste good for lunch, too,” I 
said. “They’ll have to, Pop’ll have break- 
fast all ready time we get there.” 

There was a little pause, then, “Okay,” 
Joe nodded, and I saw the sudden tight- 
ness in his face. The dread was back in 
my heart, all at once, for I knew that Joe 
felt Pop was trying to manage our lives, 
and he resented it. He’d never put it 
into words, and I—well, I didn’t seem 
to know how to bring it into the open, 
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‘DIDDYS 


GIRL 


make him understand that Pop had 
wrapped his life around me until every 
thought he had was for my good, my 
happiness. 

Even the clasp of Joe’s hand, steady- 
ing me as I walked ahead of him across 
the log that spanned the creek, didn’t 
quite take away the hurt that tugged at 
me. Then, on the opposite side, Joe 
caught me in his arms and kissed me, 
and surging awareness swept away my 
worry. This was my Joe, his lips so 
urgent that flames leaped in my pulses 
that had seemed so chilled a moment 
before. “I love you, Joe!” I whispered, 
when the kiss ended. 

“I know you do, Sherry,” he said 
huskily, as he held me close against him. 
‘I’m banking on your love, darlin’.” 

He said it far too tensely. I caught his 
coat with my hands, looked up at him. 
‘Joe, what’s troubling you, dear?” I got 
“IT wish ‘i 

But Pop’s cheerful yell from our camp 
a little way off, broke in. “Hey, you 
kids! Coffee’s done, flapjacks ready to 
slap on! Come and get it!” and there 
was nothing to do but hurry over to the 
camp where the air was fragrant with 





out. 


cooking food. 

“Here goes the first flapjack!” Pop 
said, as Joe set down his fishing gear, 
and there was the sound of batter spat- 
tering on the hot griddle. 

He grinned at Joe, now. “Nice catch 
you got there! We'll have ’em with 
johnnycake for lunch. Well, find a seat, 
on. Sherry, you can pour the coffee.” 

| gave a sigh of relief as I glanced at 
Joe, for the tension seemed to have gone 
out of him, and he began talking to Pop 
about railroad incidents—they were 
both railroad men—and things seemed 
natural again. I had no reason to feel so 
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jittery, 1 told myself. Maybe Joe would 
even transfer from his California job to 
one here in Michigan, for that’s what 
Pop wanted him to do, so I wouldn’t be 
so far away. If only Joe could under- 
stand how much a move like that would 
mean to our happiness, I thought, he’d 
surely do it. We hadn’t talked about it, 
but Pop had made several references, 
and that, I knew, was what made the 
tension in Joe. 

After breakfast Pop said, “Why don’t 
you take a walk, while the old man 
catches a few winks? No good fishing 
now. Sun’s too high. Believe me, Joe, 
this part of Michigan is the prettiest in 
the whole United States.” 

Joe gave me a warm, intimate smile. 
“Could be. We'll look it over, and next 
year, Sherry—I’ll be showing you one 
of the really beautiful fishing spots in 
California. It’s in a canyon out there, 
just above the town where we'll live.” 

My breath caught as I thought of Joe 
and me, married, camping together in 
some lovely place. Then Pop’s gaze drew 
mine, and I saw the stricken look in his 
eyes, the way his hands shook as he 
pulled his pipe out, began filling it. How 
selfish I’d been for the moment—to for- 
get Pop’s hurt about me going so far 
away. 

I said, “Next year is a long time away. 
But I do want to see a lot of California 
on our honeymoon!” On that much I 
was safe. for we were being married in 
two weeks, and Joe was taking me back 
to the coast for our honeymoon. I smiled 
at Joe, then felt my lips go rigid at the 
puzzled strain I saw on his face. It was 
as if he’d asked me a question—and got 
the wrong answer. He spoke abruptly. 

“Let’s go for that walk, before it gets 
too warm.” 

We walked in silence over the path 
that twisted around clumps of witch 
hazel bushes, past young oaks and tall 
pines, till we came to a flat green place 
held in a curve of the creek. I breathed, 
“It’s so lovely here.” 

“Yes,” Joe agreed. “It’s lovely in 
California, too, Sherry.” Then, “Look, 
we'll have more than a honeymoon there. 
That’s where my job is. It’s where we'll 
live, make our home. You'll like it, 
won’t you, Sherry, because we'll be to- 
gether? You love me enough to leave 
all else—for me?” 

Leave all else? Pop, too? Was Joe 
trying to tell me that he wouldn’t even 
consider—a little later on, maybe—get- 





ting a transfer to one of the railroads 
that run into Michigan, when it would 
mean so much to Pop and me? I closed 
my eyes against the tears that stung 
them. I tried to find words to explain 
about Pop, all I owed to him, but when 
I opened my eyes again, looked into 
Joe’s face, all other emotions fled. | 
threw myself into his arms and cried out, 
“I love you, Joe! I want to be with you, 
anywhere! Oh, Joe—Joe!” Tears came. 

He gathered me in his arms, held me 
close till the tears were gone, then he 
kissed me until fire flowed in my veins. 
When the kiss ended, we just walked 
back to camp, hand in hand, our hearts 
filled. Yet, deep down, the hurt was there 
in me .. . and the feeling that it would 
grow until it might build a barrier be- 
tween me and Joe, until all understand- 
ing was gone. 

The rest of the day flowed lazily, with 
Pop dozing in the shade, and Joe get- 
ting ready for the afternoon’s sport. | 
read and talked of ordinary things, be- 
cause, with Joe near, it was easy to hold 
back the dread that kept growing. But 
when the sun finally grew low, and the 
two men went out to fish, then I had no 
defense against my thoughts. Lying 
there in the striped canvas chair, I put 
my hands over my face and let the un- 
happy memories crowd in. 


HERE SHOULD HAVE BEEN no 

unhappiness to recall, for I had a 
wonderful childhood. Mom died so early 
that the vague remembrance I had of 
her was only a sweet part of my life. Pop 
made up for the rest. Because of an in- 
jury acquired on duty, he was retired 
on a pension early. He already owned 
the shabby two-story house his father 
had built in Hesperville, so, by being 
careful, we managed quite well on his 
income. And Pop—oh, I was sure there 
was never a father like him! He built 
play equipment in the big fenced back- 
yard for my playmates and me. He en- 
tered into our games, and all the other 
youngsters adored him. It was the same 
through high school. Our house was the 
center of everything, because Pop never 
minded how many came, nor how they 
swarmed all over the old furniture. 
There were always cokes and cookies 
and sandwiches—Pop had made him- 
self into an expert cook—and always he 
was one of us. 

Ken Hawkins liked Pop, too. Ken 


was in my class all the way up from kin- 
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Listening to Joe talk, 
I felt like I was 
re-living a dream, 
hearing the same 
promises, having to 
make the same heart- 
breaking decisions. 
Any way I chose, I had 


to lose a man I loved 


dergarten, one of the gang who played 
in our yard. Then, in our senior year, 
we fell in love . . . crazily, desperately, 
as first love comes. We were engaged 
with Pop’s consent, because Ken was 
dependable, hardworking and fine. 

Life was shimmery through those first 
weeks, for I loved stocky, square-built 
Ken, with his laughing eyes, his deft 
hands. And Ken loved me. His whole 
young mind was wrapped up in dreams 
for our future. 

Then the shimmer began to fade, and 
I was all torn between the two men | 
loved. Pop wanted Ken to be a railroad 
man. “I’ve got a certain amount «1 in- 
fluence with higher-ups,” he said. “‘Fel- 
lows who were pals of mine, years ago, 
and have climbed fast . . . they'll give 
you a good start and a boost, son. It'll 
mean steady work, security, and a pen- 
sion when you retire. What more could 
a young man want?” 

But Ken couldn’t see it that way. Al- 
ways, he’d wanted a business of his own, 
and he’d saved enough from his after- 
school and vacation earnings in an ap- 
pliance store to take a short course in 
television repair down in Grand Rapids. 

“Just you wait, hon,” he’d say en- 
thusiastically. “In no time at all, Sherry, 
Pll have a shop of my own, and we can 
start buying us a little home.” 

That was another tearing thing—Pop 
wanted us to go on living in the big old 
house with him, and Ken wouldn’t think 
of it. “We need to be alone, hon,” he 
said. “It’s the only way to make a good 
life for ourselves!” So I went on, torn 
between the two of them, seeing both 


sides, wanting each to be happy, loving 
both too much to hurt either. I was too 
young, too, to know how to handle it, 
and let things drift until finally they 
could drift no longer. 

Ken came one night, all exuberant. 
“Look, Sherry!” he said. “Let’s cele- 
brate! 
away, and when I’m through, the bank 
has agreed to loan me enough money to 
start my shop. I’ve even got a place to 


I’m starting my course right 





open it! A guy down at Lakeview will 
give me space in his store. Rent is cheap 
We can find a furnished 
. - but we'll have 
our own home soon, you'll see! For this 


there, too. 
apartment, at first . 


means we can be married as soon as | 
finish the course, hon! Gosh! Looks as 
if all my dreams are coming true!” 
“Oh, Ken, that’s wonderful!” I ex- 
claimed joyously, for Ken’s enthusiasm 
was like wine (Continued on Page 74) 
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Maybe I’m to blame for this son of 
mine, perhaps I failed him somewhere, 


or maybe I’m just paying for the sins 
of the past. But all I know ts, I 
gave him birth—and I wished him dead 


T HEY TOLD ME last night that I could leave this 

place—these concrete walls with the hard little 
bed and the thin grey blanket. But I’m still here, 
staring out the narrow window with the bars on it. 
I’ve got nowhere to go and all the time in the world 
to get there. 

You see, they buried my boy, Leonard, a week 
ago Tuesday, and they might as well have put me 
under the ground with him. I’m dead, too; dead 
inside, just as if I'd breathed my last. 

Yet, even in my confused state of mind, I know 
that | must go on living until the Lord calls me to 


judgment, and | pray that it will be soon because 
with every day that passes | am paying for my sins 
in my own private hell. 

Right now, it’s a little hard for me to say just 
what my sins were. I’ve heard that there are two 
kinds: sins of commission—where you do some- 
thing you shouldn’t have done, and sins of omission 
—when you don’t do something you should have 
done. Maybe mine were a little of both, and they 
started long before Leonard was even born. 

But who can begrudge you a few wild times when 
you're young? Not that I was really ever a fast girl 








What made Leonard the way he was? Why wasn t it 
safe to leave him alone with a girl? And why 


didnt I find out, before it was too late, what 


my own son was really like? It may have saved him 











Devil 
CHILD 


or anything like that. It was just that in 
my neighborhood kids learned about 
life fast and wanted to start living it 
even faster. 

The town I lived in, it didn’t have 
what city folks call slums. But it did 
have a section where the houses were 
not quite so pretty as in other neighbor- 
hoods, where the men and women were 
just a little bit more down-to-earth than 
the rest of the townsfolk. I started to 
say “worse,” but truth to tell, we were 
just more honest. 

By that I mean that we didn’t put on 
airs and we didn’t pretend to be what 
we weren’t. Whatever we did, we did 
out in the open without trying to hide it. 
But even though we acted in ways that 
had other people clucking their tongues, 
we lived by strict rules of our own. For 
instance, our folk knew that some boys 
and girls will find a way to get together 
even if you try to keep them apart. Espe- 
cially if you try to keep them apart. So 
when that happened in our part of town, 
our folks didn’t act as if the world were 
coming to an end. The kids on the other 
side of the tracks were doing the same 
things, we figured, but their parents 
closed their eyes and pretended nothing 
was going on. 

When a girl got “caught” on the 
good” side of town, there was a lot of 
whispering and crying behind closed 
doors and the girl would have an opera- 
tion for “appendicitis.” Or maybe she’d 
be rushed out of town until after the 
baby came and then it was put up for 
adoption somewhere. 

Where | lived, the girl’s folks would 
see to it that she got married—usually 
to the boy who was responsible. If he 
joined the Army real quick or hit the 
road, then there’d just be a new baby 
around the house. Sooner or later the 
girl would get married, and when she 
did, she and her husband would have a 
head start on a family. 

Don’t get the idea that this happened 
every day or that nobody felt bad about 
it. We just faced the facts of life. Fact 


is, the girls where I lived knew how to 
handle themselves—and the boys who 
tried to fool around with them. 

I was good at getting the boys inter- 
ested in me, then dropping them when 
things got to the point where it was give 
in to them or else. I never worried when 
a boy stopped coming around, taking me 
to the show or buying me ice cream and 
candy. There’d always be another boy 
waiting for me to notice him. 

It wasn’t that I was such a good girl. 
And it certainly wasn’t that my fam- 
ily set such a wonderful example for 
me. My mother’s sister, Aunt Gussie, 
changed husbands almost like changing 
her clothes. In fact, whenever Aunt Gus- 
sie showed up in a new outfit from head 
to toe we knew that she had latched onto 
a new man, and us kids would have to 
call him “Uncle So-and-so.” 

In between husbands, Aunt Gussie 
lived with us—Mama, Uncle Fred, who 
was my real uncle because he was 
Mama’s brother, Grandma Hill, my two 
brothers, and me—Elfreda. You'll notice 
I didn’t mention my daddy. That’s be- 
cause he ran off with a barmaid just 
before my baby brother was born. | 
was eight years old at the time and had 
always thought my daddy was the great- 
est man in the world. But when I saw 
how he treated Mama, leaving her with 
a houseful of kids and relatives. I put 
him down—real hard. 

I guess that was the main reason for 
the way I treated the boys who tried to 
make time with me. Every time I got a 
boy excited and all, I'd renege. Oh, I'd 
be slick about it—I’d make excuses, do 
a lot of fast talking—so I didn’t get a 
reputation for being a tease. And all of 
them believed that I was as wild as they 
come, that some other boy was doing 
what they couldn’t do. 

I didn’t care what they thought. I got 
pleasure from beating them at their own 
game, and maybe in the back of my 
mind there was the thought that some- 
how I was getting back at my daddy for 
what he did to Mama. It made me feel 
good to stand a boy up on a date or to 
go to a party with one fellow and spend 
all the time with another. 

I remember the night I went to a 
dance with Harvey, a boy I’d known a 
long time, and danced every dance with 
a boy named George I met after we got 
there. By the time the dance was over. 
Harvey was about to flip. 

“What have (Continued on Page 68) 


I came through the 


door and saw Leonard F 


struggling with the 
girl. The look on 
his face, even after 
he saw me, shocked 
me. It was just a | 


cold, shameless grin 
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HAS HE FOUND 


LOVE AT LAST? 


\\ 7HEN ENERGETIC ENTERTAINER Sammy Davis Jr. 
unleashes his singing-dancing-mimicry talents in night 
clubs, he earns up to $25,000 a week. When he performs 
movies, his salary takes off like a guided missile and 
millions come to see him. But it is when Sammy falls in 
ve that he really makes news. 
ruly, the love affairs of Sammy Davis Jr. have been 
among the most talked about in the nation, bar none. His 
latest, of course, is no exception. In fact, his announced 
betrothal to white Canadian entertainer Joan Stuart has 
served to highlight a romantic career that could have been 
pointed to with pride by such connoisseurs of the love seat 
Don Juan, Casanova, Lothario, and the Ding Dong Daddy 
from Dumas. 
lo attempt to view Sammy purely as a physical specimen 
and perceive therein the qualities that make him attractive 
women is an affront to the imagination. He is too short 
five-foot-five) to be mistaken for Rock Hudson; he weighs 
somewhat less (125 pounds) than Frank Sinatra; his broken 
nose makes his facial features distinguishable from those of 
Cary Grant. Against these odds, however, Sammy lays on 


90 


the line talent, success, charm, intelligence, generosity and, 
sometimes, money. (His income is split three ways, his fa- 
ther, Sam Sr., and uncle, Will Mastin, each still getting a 
third although neither no longer performs with him.) The 
odds are indubitably in Sammy’s favor. The record proves it. 

It all started, as far as the public is concerned, with chan- 
tuese Eartha Kitt, who in the early fifties enjoyed slightly 
more fame than Sammy could then claim. They looked like 
a couple of kids in love. 

From the beginning, however, there was no unanimity of 
agreement. Said Sammy to newsmen: “I’m in love.” Said 
Eartha to newsmen: “This is my private life.” Still, the 
wining and dining and romancing continued, even through 
rumors of a proposed marriage. But alas, when the deal 
went down Sammy and Eartha never faced the preacher. 
Explained Eartha: “It was all a press agent’s joke.” Sammy 
agreed. The public was unconvinced. There had to be some- 
thing to it, the public felt. 

After that, Sammy’s name was linked, none too seriously, 
with a number of singers and dancers. Nothing spectacular 
—until Chicago beauty Cordie King, a rather well known 














After several ill-fated romances and a broken 
marriage, can Sammy find true happiness at last 


with his latest love, Canadian-born Joan Stuart? 
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Has He Found Love At Last? 


lel. Sammy saw her picture on the 
of a news magazine and wanted 
cnow who she was. Later, they were 
»duced. Romance was seeded, nur- 
and blossomed forth into fruit. 











there were complications: Cordie 






»ther commitments, like a husband. 



















itually, however, this inconvenience 






disposed of, and the pair sailed mer- 






downstream on a river of romance 







t was to usher into the sea of matri- 
But somewhere along the course 










hip ran aground. In respect to the 



















ling, there were delays and rumors 
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lays. Cordie complained of travel- 
rreat distances to see her betrothed, 
y to find him almost as difficult to get 
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At wedding in 1958, Sammy smiled happily 
with bride, singer Loray White. But their 
marriage ended in divorce 19 months later. 











if she were a stage-door Johnetta. 



















soon, the flame died out. 
now, the Sammy Davis romantic 
1 was beginning to grow. He was 
rted having a thing with famed 
s Ava Gardner, which turned out 
only a fantastic stretch of a sensa- 
magazine’s imagination. Another 
credited him with interests in other 
wood beauties. 
real explosion occurred in 1957. 
for a little while, the reverberations 
like a (Continued on Page 67) 
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Sammy’s romantic adventures started—publicly—with 
entertainer Eartha Kitt. There was talk of a wedding, 
but it never materialized. They now have friendly feud. 


One of Sammy’s most publicized romances was with 
model Cordie King, whom he met after seeing picture 
on cover of magazine. They never made it to the altar. 















































FIRST MET MY husband-to-be two years ago at a party 

in New York City. My girl friend, Lorraine Knight, gave 
the little get-together and a lot of friends (people in show 
business are great partygoers and givers) and some few 
people I didn’t know including LeRoy Basil Gray, a book- 
keeper by profession, were on hand. 


LeRoy, or “Daddy” as I call him now, was standing 
somewhat apart from the rest of the group, serious, intense, 
attractive. After all the introductions, we drifted together just 
as if something was drawing us toward one another. And 
immediately we got into a violent argument over religion. 

Can you imagine anyone meeting her husband-to-be in 
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such a situation and having your ro- 
mance begin on such an unromantic 
note? 

Well, that was the way it was with 
me. I was on my way to becoming a 
popular—some say, an outstanding— 
singer. Everywhere I went I was ac- 
claimed. Television and recording com- 
mitments were piling up. Money was 
rolling in. Some movie offers were in 
the mill. I was feeling pretty confident 
of the future of my career. 

Marriage, of course, was the furthest 
thing from my mind. I had been mar- 
ried once before at a young age. My 
husband, a Detroit factory worker, and 
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EASTER FOOD FARE 


net, will depend on the size and number of pans used. Cool 
cake, trim and shape to “hat size.” Make a generous batch 
of frosting, divide into several parts and tint, using food 
coloring. Frost cake lavishly and decorate with artificial 
flowers, gumdrops or ribbons. For best results, frosting 


should be partially dry. 


HAT COULD BE more charming for Easter than a 
lovely bonnet, pretty enough to wear, but really a cake 
centerpiece for the dinner table. It’s so simple and easy, 
especially with packaged cake and frosting mixes, that even 
a child can create a fashionable and edible chapeau. The 
shape of the hat, whether it’s a perky sailor or a pretty bon- 








Baked Ham With Marshmallow Rabbits 
1 ham is almost a traditional Easter dish. For small families, a center 
/ ham, half ham, or smoked picnic may be used. Just before the end of 
ooking period; remove ham from oven, glaze, then decorate, using 
s, apricots, pineapple, cherries, lemon and orange slices or marsh- 
Attractive decoration around the ham shown above is done with 
peach halves and marshmallows. 


Toasted Egg Fluff 
looking for something extra fancy to highlight that beautifully 
Easter ham, try an egg fluff. It looks more difficult to make than it is, 
like a famous chef’s specialty. Made of stiffly-beaten egg whites, 
gh into individual nests, the surprise ingredient is the delectable 
baked to golden goodness in the middle. Serve on toast rounds 
garnished with parsley. 


EASTER 
FOOD FARE 


“Nae IS a lighthearted holiday, 
sparkling with sunshine and pretty 
new frocks, but most important of all are 
the traditional goodies that accompany 
the Easter fun. By an almost unanimous 
decision, succulent baked ham is selected 
as the nation’s favorite Easter meat. 

Frosted and decorated with fruit gar- 
nishes, or oven-baked, crisp and deli- 
cious, ham makes an attractive center- 
piece. The true flavor of ham is brought 
out with a variety of glazes (each family 
has a preference) that range from mus- 
tard to spice and orange. Decorations 
vary with such selections as pineapple, 
cloves, cherries, peaches and marshmal- 
lows being used. 

For families who have tired of the 
ham-for-Easter theme, we suggest other 
meats that can be cooked in an equally 
holiday-ish fashion. Jellied Long Island 
Duckling is one that adds new flavor in- 
terest to Easter dining. And for left-over 
bits of ham, a rich, buttery dish is ham 
shortcake, guaranteed to become just as 
popular as ham itself. For family brunch, 
toasted egg fluffs are quick to make and 
are an excellent accompaniment to ham. 

TAN’s recipes are on Page 58. 








Ham Shortcake 
Left over ham is often a problem to the meal planner who is too thrifty 
to waste good food, but still wants to please her family with a new and 
different dish. The answer (above) is delectable ham shortcake! 


Jellied Long Island Duckling 
To break away from traditional ham, introduce duckling (left) and it 
may become an Easter tradition with your family. Flavored with 
oranges, brandy and cloves it is served cold in a tasty consomme. 


Festive Baked Ham 
Bake a picture-pretty ham (below) and make it the centerpiece of the 
Easter table. Score fat, and lavishly decorate with a thin orange slice, 
cloves and pineapple bits, and garnish with parsley or watercress. 











Attractive shirtwaist dress printed in gold and green circles 
is 100 per cent dacron, and will drip dry. It has three-quarter 
sleeves and is permanently pleated at the waistline $14.99. 


Slimming and neat, this one-piece dress of acetate and rayon has 
short sleeves and square neckline. Dress comes in white, blue or 
grey with pink insert and flower design on bodice. $22.95. | 


STYLISH for STOUTS 


\ ATTRACTIVE APPEARANCE and the right clothes seasons for clothes and regardless of size, designers see to 
e important to all women, regardless of size. Today, it that something is available to suit each figure type. 
need be a problem because of the wide range of The stylish stout also has to be careful of flashy, over- 
that are designed to fit all figure types. The slightly sized prints, light and dark blouse and skirt combinations 
figure should not present a fitting problem to any that give her a sawed-off look, and bulky fabrics. Dresses 
n who has a knowledge of clothes. To attain the height with self belts give a neater appearance than contrasting belts. 
hion, so often sought by the average woman, one must Depending on individual body measurements, some women 
he tricks of fashion, of looking your best and of will be able to wear full or sheath dresses with ease. A good 
x use of what you have on hand. Realizing your best rule to follow is to wear clothes that make you more attractive 
ind capitalizing upon them makes good fashion sense. and pleasing to the eye. 
woman with a slightly plump figure must select clothes Tan’s clothes for the stout woman are by Lane Bryant of 
ike her look slim and chic. Spring is one of the gayest New York, and come in sizes 1214 to 3014. 





‘ ° ) 
Pleasingly Pp lump Cas >. Dress in white linen-like fabric has square 
a, neckline, is trimmed with grey, beige or 
blue. Comes with matching jacket. $25.00. 


be more than just an 


expression if you 


master a few of the 


fine points of fashion 


After-five dress of soft chiffon, is complete- 
ly lined in matching taffeta. Comes in 
black, valiant blue or mint green. $22.95. 


ircles 
arter 


14.99. 





Dress and matching coat in linen- 


B like fabric in black combined with 
; white to black ombre plaid. $17.99. 
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LEARN AT HOME IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can change your 
whole life. You can enjoy security, independence and 
freedom from money worries . . . there is no recession 
in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a week in good 
times or bad as a Practical Nurse. 


YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT... 
mature and older women are also desperately needed. 
In just a few short weeks from now, you should be able 
to accept your first cases. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete 
information right now. There is no cost or obligation 
and no salesman will call upon you. You can make your 
decision to be a Nurse in the privacy of your own home. 
Send me, without obligation, your FREE sample lesson 
pages, and your FREE folder “Nursing Facts” 











POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17L40 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 
sample lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
“Nursing Facts.” 
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Front version of a blond beauty shows that 
bangs are long and softly curled, begin- 
ning from the crown of the nead and 
blending into sides. Coiled topknot is worn 
many ways, changes style completely. 


Back view of hair style shows a smooth 
hairdo of two separate but united parts. 
French roll follows contour of the head and 
is pinned closely with blond hair pins. 
False hair piece can be worn or not. 




































Biond 
Sw el 


T’S FUN AND EXCITING to be a blond! The chic blond look has a 

special appeal to the adventurous woman who is tired of her dark-haired 
beauty and dares to change nature’s handiwork. 

Before you consider changing the color of your hair, however, it is well to 





check on a few pertinent facts. First of all, will your skin tones harmonize and 
blend with light colored hair? In most instances, mother nature is quite wise 
with her cosmetic brushes and shouldn’t be tampered with unless the f nished 
result is a definite improvement. 

For safety’s sake, before you make the “Big Change,” slip on a blond wig 
at the beauty shop and let your mirror guide you. The upkeep on bleached 
hair is expensive, requiring reg- 
ular trips to your beautician for 
periodic touchups. Trust only 
a skilled operator to do the 






bleaching job, and once she has 
found the exact formula for 
you, keep her. Attractive dancer 
and actress Sally Neal, pictured 
here, loves her blond hair and 
indeed finds it exciting and fun! 


Eek CPS 


SNM 


Side wings of hair are smoothly swept 
backward and caught up with the longer 
back hair, which is swirled into a trim 
French roll. Roll is slim and simple, giving 
an effect of continuation into the topknot. 


This view shows the complete swirling ef- 
fect of the hair. It is not pulled straight 
back, but deftly swirled into place. Hair 
style is adaptable for a sophisticated outfit, 
and a blond in black is sensational! 
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Hatched just in time for Easter, a brand new. baby chick 
of his shell in the Chick-l/-Bator, a.mew scientific toy deat , 
who want to hatch instead of eat their Baster eggs. 

i 





Hateh Your Own Chicks 


For Easter 


= FUN OF EASTER finery is sometimes overlooked 
n a new baby chick takes the limelight. Children love 
ffy animals, and a baby chicken becomes an extra- 
novelty at Easter time. Their delight will be doubled 
ure able to watch the miracle of birth in eggs hatch- 
re their very eyes. A small electric incubator now 
this possible. It is equipped with a transparent dome 
ng plastic through which a child can check the daily 


hatching progress. The incubator toy package comes com- 
plete with ten items, including a handbook of instructions, 
“The Egg Hatchers Guidebook,” and a coupon for one free 
fertile egg. One or two eggs may be hatched at a time, and 
in addition to chicks, fertile duck eggs may also be hatched. 
Cost of the Chick-U-Bator is $4.95. It may be ordered from 
Fleet Manufacturing Co., Inc., P. O. Box 649, Glendale, 
Calif., or the Sears, Roebuck and Co. catalog. 




















Child Care: 
Beware The 
Ides Of March 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 





Northwestern University 


LTHOUGH THE SOOTHSAYER 

warned Caesar to beware the ides 
of March, this is good advice for parents 
to heed also. Among the many dangers 
inherent in the coming of spring, and 
by far the most common is measles. 

This highly contagious disease seems 
to occur with the greatest frequency in 
March, April and May. The average in- 
cubation period is 10 or 11 days, al- 
though it may be anticipated any time 
from seven to fourteen days, and if the 
child has been exposed, that length of 
time should be allowed. 

Measles are characterized by head- 
ache, reddened and puffy eyes, irritabil- 
ity, fever and a dry, hacking sort of 
cough, which becomes increasingly se- 
vere just prior to the appearance of the 
rash. The child is contagious from at 
least three days before the rash until the 
fifth day after its appearance. 

To ward off complications the child 
should be kept in bed. Hot tea with 
cream at frequent intervals helps to 
bring out the rash more quickly. When 
the cough is dry it often helps to utilize 
a steam vaporizer in the room which 
maintains a high degree of humidity. 
Aspirin may be used to help control the 
temperature and a soothing calomine 
lotion applied for the itching. A bland 
diet should be offered and as much fluid 
as the child will tolerate. 

Since infants generally have a high, 
although temporary, degree of immunity, 
because of certain antibodies absorbed 
from the mother’s blood stream, measles 
are relatively rare in the child under six 
months. The child between six months 
and four years is susceptible and with 
very young children measles can be very 
dangerous. If the parent suspects that 
the young child has been exposed to the 
measles, it is generally suggested that 
they be given special immune globulin 
preparations by the physician. 

Because of the possibility of complica- 
tions, such as infected ears, pneumonia 
and other respiratory infections, a phy- 
sician should be consulted when the mea- 
sles are suspected. 





A monthly romance maga- 
zine that brings the every- 


day drama of love, marriage 


and emotional conflicts to 
your front door. 


TAN also contains a won- 
derful Home Service section 


giving you the how-to-do-it 


information on Beauty— 
Food—Haircare and tips for 
young mothers. 


Why not enjoy TAN for a 
full year at the special in- 


troductory offer of only 


$2.00. Copies will be deliv- 
ered to your door by mail. 











This offer limited—ACT NOW! 
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DRUNKENNESS 


Ruins Health, Happi 
the Drinking. Cycle QUICKLY 
- INEXPE Use new 
AL COREM, “a rH liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
from liquor. May be taken in 
SECRET. New ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcoho!. GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is 
recognized by Medical Authority. Comes ready to use 
simple instructions included need not cause time out 
ym work. One happy ALCOREM user writes: ‘I took 
ALCOREM 9 years ago, and have not taken or wanted 
a drink since then. Please send me AL’ ‘OR EM for a 
friend of mine who is a heavy drinker.’ ~~ H.F., 
oA pinenti Ky. As an additional help we st REE! 
21 NKIES with order of ALCOREM oo 
For ha. a_capsules to help nervous and digestive systems. 
IGHT CHART to guide reformed drinker to 





roper weight 


DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
A\TISFACTION OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
\LCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
ay postman $8.95 plus C.0.D. and postage. To SAVE 

90¢in C.O.D. and postage, send $8, 95with order. 

Known world wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. N- 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 





OVE TRAP 


the same powerful perfume that attracted 
the world’s greatest lover... RU 
VALENTINO. Natasha placed a tiny drop here 









and there... for love. Now, yew can make 
the man you want want yeu! paid a 

fortune to create this potent perfume which bears her name. It 
sold for $28 an oz. Byt yew can now buy a full % oz. for only 
$1.98 postpaid—or, order C.0.0., charges collect. Order today. 


CONTROL LABORATORIES, 36 2 East Ave. Larchmeat, N.Y 









GET YOUR MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. 


charms? Use Seerets of Sex 

Appeal so powerful bag = 

bad women can 

— while good a go 
thout. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
tains confidential advice that a great Love and non pong! 
Expert has given to thousands of women—all redi 
simple set of rules—an easy formula that you can learn to 
se to WIN YOUR MAN. 10-DAY ae 
your name and address today and on delivery deposit only 
$2 plus postage with your postman. (Or send $2 rib oar 
to save C.0.D. and postage. re for 10 days. I positively 
GI ARANTES tet you will be more than delighted or 


our money 


LARCH, 118 ra 28 St., Dept. 416-W, New York 16 





Do you want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER? 





Make this amazing 
3-Day Test 

For Quick Triple Action with BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM 
This haw cream with triple action gives 
your hair @ new softer luster with glowing 
highlights that even enhances the beauty 
of long flowing hair. It contains loads of 
LANOLIN AND RICH OILS to lubricate 
DRY, BREAKING, FALLING-OFF, SPLIT 
ENDS; ITCHY SCALP. Excellent thin hair, 
temple massaging-grooming aid. Keeps all 
types of hair lovelier longer. Has non- 
greasy effect. Giant family size $2.20. Reg- 
vlan size $1.10. if C.0.D. postage extra. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS Dept. 7-5 
Box 104, G.P.0., New York 1, N.Y. 
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r TOLEDO, OHIO, a 14-year-old reformatory parolee swiped a car from an auto 
dealer, wrecked it, went back to the dealer’s lot for another one and found the 


police waiting. 


- * * 


In Daytona Beach, Fla., a policeman made out this terse report: “Woman told 
me her girl friend had taken her mailbox and her husband. She wants the mail- 
box back.” 


* * a 


In Jackson, Miss., 29-year-old Calvin Wilson found a batch of blank personalized 
checks, made out one to himself for $10, got himself arrested for forging the 
name of District Atty. William L. Waller. 


a * * 


In Cleveland, Ohio, Jimmy Bush was sentenced to 15 years in prison for the $500 
robbery of a bank in which he presented a teller with this TV adaptation of the 
classic bank holdup note: “Have gun, will shoot.” 


e * * 


In Kampala, Uganda, tribesman Yovani Lutagete accidentally speared his father 
on a dark night, explained he mistook him for a pig. 


* * * 


In Memphis, Tenn., police jailed Willie Wagner Moore for possession of illegal 
corn whiskey after they found the booze hidden under the setting hens in Moore's 
chicken house. 


* * * 


In Conway, Ark., Al Jennings filed suit for divorce from his wife, Anna Mae, 
explained she left him less than a month after their marriage, and figured 33 years 
was long enough to wait for her to come back. 


* * * 


In Los Angeles, Calif., blind Frank Spagnulolo, 38, pleaded guilty to booking 
race horse bets in braille. 


* * * 


In York, Pa., burglars stole a tape recorder from the Zion United Church of 
Christ, turned it on to hear the minister’s pre-taped sermon, Thou Shalt Not Steal. 


In Timbuktu, Africa, tourists took note of the local market prices, found wives 
selling for as little as $45 while a good mule would bring as much as $56. 
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Married At Seventeen 


(Continued from Page 19) 


with cigarette butts. I almost screamed as 
a big fat rat scurried across the floor. 

My back was aching and my hands were 
raw from the cheap soap powder but I was 
almost finished when the kitchen door flew 
open with a crash and there stood Roger 
with a scowl on his face as black as the 
ace of spades. Before I could speak, he 
picked me up and carried me bodily up 
the stairs. breathing so hard from anger 
| thought he would have apoplexy. 

He sat me down on my feet with a bang 
and said through clenched lips as he 
popped his knuckles. “No wife of mine is 
ever—ever going to work in a cheap tavern 
—do you understand? Never! 

His hands worked I thought for an 
instant he was going to hit me. Then he 
turned on his heel and slammed out the 
door and I knew that he was so angry he 
wanted to get away to cool off. I hadn’t 
realized how it would look to him to come 
and find me down there—I was only think- 
ing of the money. 

We spent a very quiet evening. I think 
Roger knew I didn’t mean to hurt him. We 
never mentioned it again. 

The next morning. there was an apolo- 
getic knock on the door. When I opened 
it, I was red faced with embarrassment. 
“I'm sorry for the way I left vesterday, 
Mr. Perkins—but you see my husband 
doesn’t want me working—because—be- 
cause I’m going to have a baby.” 

“Gee, that’s wonderful. Mam. I don’t 
blame the mister under those circum- 
stances. And here is five dollars for yes- 
terday’s work.” 

I took it gratefully. I was glad. too, that 
I could save face a little by telling him I 
was pregnant. Oh. not that I blamed 
Roger, but he did act pretty dramatic 
about it all. 


AY AFTER dreary day dragged by. 

I wasn’t really sick. but I just didn’t 
feel good. I knew I wasn’t eating right to 
he carrying a baby but I didn’t dare men- 
tion it. I was sure Roger was even more 
acutely aware of it. 

Gruffly he said to me “Why don’t you 
phone your folk—and visit them a day or 
two?” 

I put my sewing down and said quietly, 
“No, Roger. My place is with you.” 

“Did you ever think I might be getting 
tired of you hanging around my neck?” he 
said, 

I was so hurt that for a moment I 
couldn’t speak. Surely he didn’t mean 
that. Then he said: “I get so tired of 
coming home every night to those cow eyes 
of yours with that ‘I’ll stick with-you-to- 
the-bitter-end-look’ I could die.” He got 
up and slammed out the door. 


This time I went to bed. But there was 
no sleep for me. I lay rigid and wide-eyed 
until I heard him tip-toe in as a rooster 
crowed. My body felt as if it was filled to 
the brim with ice water. 

My movements seemed jerky and unreal 
as I got breakfast the next morning. And 
if I was expecting the usual apology, I 
was fooled. Roger ate his breakfast word- 
lessly, then got up and left. The day was a 
blur without thought or planning. [ sat in 
my regular place by the window, curled 
up in the big chair. 

At supper time. I saw Roger coming 
down the street. I jumped up and ran in 
the kitchen getting supper started. Every 
nerve was taut, listening for his key in the 
lock. The peas were heated and the pota- 
toes done—that was all we had—and still 
he had not come in. I went back to my 
chair. Where had he gone? 

It was hours later when T saw him com- 
There was no mistaking that 
beloved figure. The street lights went on. 
Then the neon sign blinking—blinking— 
until I could scream. Then I heard it—the 


ing home. 


door opening. 

Anger frothed at my mouth as I saw 
him reel and stumble as he _ entered. 
Drunk! Scarcely aware of what I was do- 
ing I began screaming at him, “Well 
aren’t you the pretty one? don’t have 
enough money for food for myself and 
the baby I’m carrying—but you can spend 
what you have on drinks. Nice going, dear 
husband. Better still nice going, DADDY. 
What a fool I’ve been.” Then I mimiced 
myself, saying through stiff lips, twisted 
with bitterness. “As long as we’re together. 
I mustn’t work in the nasty tavern but you 
can spend your social time there. Sure 
as long as we're together—and do things 
the way you want to. You quit your job 
over your stupid pride. You don’t care 
what happens to me or the baby. You’re 
not a man—you’re just a boy little boy 
that needs watching.” 

Roger’s eyes glittered so I knew he 
would liked to have hit me until I stopped 
the ugly flow of words. But I didn’t care. 
I didn’t care! I hated him! I wanted to go 
home. 

I threw myself on the bed and cried and 
cried. Oh, how I wanted my folks. I cried 


myself to sleep. 


7 HE NEXT MORNING I was sick with 

shame at my thoughts of the night be- 
fore. I hadn’t heard Roger come in but 
when I woke up. there he was, his mouth 
open, snoring. His breath reeked of stale 
beer. 

determinedly pushed all thoughts of 
my folk out of my mind. After all, I had 


my pride. They had renounced me—not I 
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them. I hadn’t been unreasonable—l had 
just wanted them to accept my marriage. 
Nagging doubts tugged at me. Had they 
been right? Was this marriage wrong? 
Yet, I couldn’t go home. I didn’t know 
what I was going to do, but one thing I 
knew—my pride would never let me go 
home. 

The question of what to do taunted me 
day and night in the next two weeks. 
Roger and I didn’t even speak to one an- 
other. He left the apartment every morn- 
ing and didn’t return until late at night. 
I never left it. There was no place to go 
or nothing to do. My home was a prison. 
Just once Roger woke up one morning and 
reached for me. I leaped up out of bed 
like | was shot and said in a deadly voice, 
‘If you touch me, I'll kill you.” He could 
hardly get his clothes on fast enough to 
race out the door. 


FELT LIKE the big chair and I were 

part of one another, I sat in it so much 
now. My hands lay idle in my lap. Often 
! would find my lips moving, but no words 
came. I wondered if I was losing my mind. 
How could people suffer like this with 
humanity all around them. I wondered? 
Where could I go? What could I do? 

\ knock sounded on the door and it was 
the new lady who washed dishes for Mr. 
Perkins downstairs. She held something 
out to me. “I hated to throw this away,” 
he said, “its got a lot of good in it.” It 
vas a ham bone. Small pieces of fresh 
reat clung to it and it made my mouth 





water. Then | heard what else she was 
saying, “—thought you might like to cook 
it with beans. They have got off all that 
they can use.” I took it and I think I 
thanked her. Then I leaned against the 
frame of the door a moment to quiet the 
dizziness that swam around me. I went to 
the refrigerator and opened the door. Its 
bright shiny emptiness mocked me. It con- 
tained two eggs. I was desperate and I 
went downstairs and said to the cook busy 
in the dark kitchen, “Could you loan me a 
cup of flour? I seem to have run out and 
I hate to go out for such a small item.” If 
she guessed the truth, she never let on, 
but handed me a cup of flour. 

I went back upstairs and with the flour 
and eggs and water, I cooked dumplings 
seasoned by the ham bone. I could hard- 
ly wait for them to get done, and I gulped 
them down. 

After I had eaten every bite, I went back 
to my chair by the window. Looking un- 
seeingly at the street below me, I was 
finally conscious of a strange fluttering in 
my stomach. Must be because I have finally 
eaten, I thought. But it came again— 
and again. Then it dawned on me—it was 
my baby. A chill went over me. A chill of 
happiness—of awe. It was alive, really 
alive. Then wave after wave of despair 
washed over me and I wished I were dead. 
What was I thinking of bringing a baby 
into the world into a situation like this? 
A father who cared only about drowning 
his troubles in drink—a mother who was 
so dumb she couldn’t even get a job. What 
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was I! thinking of? It would be far better 
off if this poor child would never have to 
suffer disappointment. disillusionment and 
despair. 

The idea pulled at me and then sudden- 
ly ballooned into the only logical answer. 
I'd be doing my child the biggest thing | 
could do for it by not letting it draw a 
breath of life. Not only that—what did I 
have to live for either? This wasn’t life. 
This was hardly existence. In a city teem- 
ing with people, I could sit in a lonely 
room and starve to death and no one would 
ever know. To be more blunt—no one 
would care. There was only one answer. 


WENT TO the closet and got my bundle 

of dust rags. I climbed up on a chair 
and shoved them in the cracks at the top 
of the door. Then I got down on my hands 
and knees and stuffed the crack under the 
door. I took a knife and filled around all 
the windows. Then I washed my face, put 
on make-up, combed my hair and went 
and turned on all four burners on the gas 
stove. I turned on the oven and opened the 
door. A crackling, hissing sound filled the 
apartment, and it made me feel warm and 
comfortable. I went over and lay down on 
the bed and clasped my hands over my 
tummy as if cradling my unborn child. If 
you were a boy, I would have called you 
Roger Jr., 1 thought drowsily—and a girl 

your name would have been Judith Ann. 
A hot feeling enveloped me and I could 
not hold my eyes open. Tt was so good to 
be relaxed—to rest... 


WOKE UP violently sick at my 

stomach, the room reeling about me. I 
grabbed deep breaths of pure air and then 
I was vomiting again. I felt like I was 
turned inside out and my mouth felt like it 
was full of that greasy ham and dumplings. 
For awhile I could not remember what 
happened. I heard the siren of an am- 
bulance and I wondered who was hurt—if 
it was someone in the neighborhood. It 
sounded close by. 

Strong arms lifted me, and I wanted to 
open my eyes and ask whoever it was to 
leave me alone, I was so sick. Couldn't 
they tell I was sick? My head pounded 
like a tom-tom and somewhere someone 
was crying and I wished they would shut 
up. They made my head hurt. 

The next thing I knew I was fully aware 
of being in a hospital. Mom and Dad were 
by my bed and I wondered if I had my 
baby. I could think of no other reason 
for being there. Then, like a flash of 
lightning, it hit me. Tears began to roll 
down my face. I was so ashamed. Mom 
came by my bedside and said, “Oh, Shir- 
ley—do you hate us so much that you 
wouldn’t even tell us?” 

“I don’t hate you, Mom,” I wept. “I just 
couldnt come crawling back to you after 
you said—” I choked, not able to repeat 
the awful words. “You will never know 
how [ have regretted that.” she said. 
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I turned and looked at her then and 
gasped as I looked into her face so marked 
by regret and despair. She had aged ten 
years. 

Dad could only stand by my bed, clasp- 
ing and unclasping my _ hand. “We've 
missed you so,” he whispered. 

A spasm of pain hit me and I writhed 
on the bed gasping while icy sweat rolled 
off me. Cramps grabbed me then with a 
violent grasp. “Call the nurse—I need a 
shot or something” I managed to say. 
Mom ran from the room and as the pain 
rolled over me in wave after wave, I cried 
out “Roger. Oh. Roger, help me.” 

The door to my room burst open and 
white-faced, with shaking hands, my hus- 
band held my hand and half lifted me from 
the bed as if trying to take my terrible 
pain in his own body. “I didn’t think you 
would ever want to see me again—I failed 
you—failed you,” he said. 

Then the words of forgiveness he bab- 
bled were incoherent to me but my heart 
answered his, and I reached up and 
touched his face before the last terrible 
cramp caused me to scream and then lose 
consciousness. 

Yes, I lost my precious baby. The baby 
that once lived and moved inside me died. 
I hated myself so, there seemed to be 
nothing bad enough to punish me. I who 
had branded my husband a quitter when he 
quit his job in anger and pride, felt no 
remorse when I clothed myself in self- 
righteousness and did not label my own 
faults “pride” when I refused to forgive 
my parents. I had been so smug and sure 
about understanding my husband, but I 
had failed the first test and could not see 
that he was sick with the thought of let- 
ting me down. He had needed love and 
reassurance and understanding—and what 
had I offered? Scorn, resentment. I 
should have realized that to come to a 
solution we should have talked things over 
—discussed them intelligently. 

My parents had been right. Marriage 
was a mistake for me. A mistake because 
I was not adult. not a mature enough per- 
son to face the problems of life. I had 
wrapped my future in rosy dreams of ro- 
mance and the first time the bubble broke, 
I did not know where to turn. Or when I 
did know—that my parents would have 
helped—I made a martyr of myself by re- 
fusing their aid. It takes a real person to 
stoop with dignity. My heart was heavy 
with the bitter price I had to pay, the loss 
of my baby. It wasn’t just the attempted 
suicide and lack of oxygen but the run 
down condition I had let myself get into 
from improper diet and lack of exercise. 

guess I’m not fit to be a mother,” I 

— 
sobbed out on Roger’s shoulder. 

“Don’t worry. You'll have other babies,” 
Dr. Rose said cheerfully. 

Oh, how hard I pray that he is right. 
But most of all I pray that I am worthy of 
them—the wonderful children I hope to 
have—and that I am worthy of my hus- 
hand’s love. THE END 
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Party Marriage 


(Continued from Page 23) 


two-month anniversary that I got the 
idea to go to California. Les came in the 
fice to pick me up at five o’clock that 

ernoon.,. 

[ don’t think we’ve really had a big 
ight out since I’ve met you,” he said 
laughingly. and took my arm as we left 
the school. He turned me around to face 
him we both breathed in the sweet 
amp air of Spring. “It’s Friday and you 
like to dance. Where shall we go?” 

“Well there’s—no—we can’t go there.” 

Where? What? And why can’t we?” 

! couldn’t help laughing at the puzzled 
xpression on his face, but then I said se- 
riously. “I was thinking of the Red Coach 
Inn. It’s the only place nearby where 
there’s dancing. But I don’t know. It’s a 
roadhouse. Pretty rough crowd. You know 
ow people talk 

We're married. 


and 





What is there to talk 
ibout? We’re going.” Les said. 

It was a wonderful evening. We danced 
ntil two a.m. Most of the music was rock 
n’ roll with an occasional slow number 
thrown in. We laughed and talked and 
ipped a glass of beer apiece. We didn’t 
need anymore or anything stronger to give 

that dizzy feeling. We were too much 
love. 
was in the 
tore doing my grocery shopping the su- 
perintendent of schools saw me and rushed 


el 


But the next day when I 


lt has come to my attention that you 
ind one of our teachers—that’s right, he’s 


husband now—Mr. Rickart, were 
een entering and leaving the Red Coach 
Inn,” he said. 


Yes, we were celebrating—” 

He went on as if he hadn’t heard me: “I 
hould think you could have informed Mr. 
Rickart before went there. You've 
lived here long enough to know what this 
town is like—how talk gets around—” 

Yes, | know all right, 1 thought. I dug 
my fingernails into the palms of my hands. 
Why couldn’t they leave us alone? Why 
did it matter where we went? We hadn’t 
done anything wrong. Talk, talk, talk. I 
hated it! I hated Elmwood! 

Later, at home, I told Les what the su- 
perintendent had said, but he brushed it 
ff. “Talk won’t hurt me, Connie. Don’t 
let it bother you.” 

Les—” Then I stopped. 

[he pictures I'd seen in last Sunday’s 

magazine section flashed across my mind. 

Would I dare suggest it? It was a way 

ut! Finally I blurted: “Les. Why don’t 
go to California?” 

California?” 

Yes, [ saw an article in the paper last 
week. They want teachers. You could get 
4 


you 


But it does! 


a job. People leave each other alone out 
there. We could live the way we want. We 
could have fun.” I stopped to catch my 
breath. My stomach churned with excite- 
ment. I'd seen pictures of the beaches, the 
ocean, and the relaxed way of life. It 
would be perfect! I dropped on my knees 
beside Les. “Please. honey. can’t we go? 
I hate this town. Hate it! Hate it!” 

Les was quiet for a long time. Then he 
kissed me gently on the mouth and said, 
“If you feel that way about it, I'll see what 
I can do.” 

From then on I could think or talk of 
nothing except California and how won- 
derful life would be if we once got there. 
I was possessed with the idea. Les began 
to feel it too and finally gave a definite 
I felt as if I had 
just finished serving a jail sentence. From 
now on I'd be free, life would be fun, we’d 
meet interesting. exciting people! 

At the end of the school term we sold 
our trailer. We were in California by the 
first of July. Les found a job teaching in 
a grade school in a town on the coast about 
60 miles south of Los Angeles. We were 
able to buy a tiny house by the ocean for 
only a little money down. 


yes. We were going! 


ROM THE VERY BEGINNING our 

life was different. Since Les didn’t have 
to start teaching until fall we lolled on the 
sand all day, went swimming, learned surf 
fishing. It was a glorious vacation. I felt 
as free as the sea gulls swooping grace- 
fully around our heads. 

Our neighbors were friendly and a lot 
of fun. Right away we were part of the 
crowd. No questions asked. We were in- 
vited to our first party at the Sanders— 
Joan and Mike lived right in back of us. 

I remember how happy I was at the 
thought of going to a party without having 
to worry about talk the next day. No one 
cared here how we lived. No one thought 
it improper for a teacher to do as he 
pleased. 

I was humming to myself that evening 
as [ fixed a potato salad. All the neigh- 
bors were bringing the food while the 
Sanders provided the drinks. 

“Say, California life sure agrees with 
you,” Les said, coming up behind me and 
grabbing me around the waist. 

I turned and put my arms around his 

neck. “I never want to leave this place,” 
I whispered and kissed him hard on the 
mouth. 
He held me 
away from him a little. “I've never seen 
this side of you—you’re like a little girl at 
Christmas.” 

I smiled and put the bowl of salad in his 


“In that case, we won't.” 





arms. 


o'clock. 


Joan said five 
It’s after that now.” 

“Aren't we going to dress?” Les asked 
in surprise. 


“Come on. honey. 


“No. Joan said shorts or jeans or what- 
ever was comfortable. Remember? We 
aren’t living in stuffy Elmwood!” 

Mike held the door open for us as we 
walked up to his place. 

“Come on you two. The party’s started.” 

The Sander’s living room was overflow- 
ing with people. They must have invited 
everyone for a block on either side. Mike 
put a tall icy glass in my hand and pulled 
me down on a low couch beside him. 

“If Mike is going to monopolize your 
wife. I'll reeruit you for kitchen detail.” 
Joan said. coming in dressed in_ short 
shorts and halter top. She had the kind 
of figure men stare at. Linking her arm 
with Les’, she led him off into the other 
room. 

The hours slid by dizzily. My glass was 
never empty. I had never had so much to 
drink. Mike hardly left my side. At first 
his attentions made me feel self-conscious. 
but no one else seemed to think it strange 
and after awhile I was laughing and jok- 
ing with him about the old-fashioned ways 
of Elmwood and what a pleasure it was 
to be around those who knew how to enjoy 
life. 

Somewhere around nine or ten o'clock 
we ate. And then the record player was 
turned on, the rug thrown back and every- 
one danced and drank some more. I don’t 
think I danced with Les once. In fact, | 
hardly remember seeing him the whole 
evening until after midnight when he took 
my arm and said it was time to go home. 

We crawled into bed and as I turned to 
kiss Les goodnight I giggled: “That was a 
good party, wasn’t it honey?” 

“Yah, a great party.” He rolled over 
and went to sleep. 

The dull way he spoke should have been 
a warning then. But I was too giddy and 
thought nothing more about it and dropped 
off to sleep too. 


HERE WAS something going on every 
weekend for the whole summer. A 
party, a barbeque. a picnic, a fish fry. 
Someone would always be popping in to 
see us. Joan and Mike were over almost 
And 


always someone was mixing a cocktail or 


every day or we were over there. 


opening a beer. 

Even after school started it didn’t seem 
like the summer was over. The weather 
didn’t change as it did in Elmwood and 
any occasion was an excuse for the crowd 
to get together. 

During the day, when our husbands were 
at work, Joan and I would lie on the 
beach. Sometimes I'd leave the housework 
and the dishes and spend the whole day. 

I was lying on the beach one beautiful 
afternoon in May thinking uneasily how 
quiet and moody Les had been lately. He 
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didn’t have the twinkle in his eyes any- 
more. Maybe he was worried about his 
job. But he had never said so, He seemed 
to like teaching at the elementary school. 
He had mentioned once or twice that we'd 
better cut down on expenses as the money 
wasn’t stretching to cover everything. We 
kept a running bill at the grocery and liq- 
uor store. What with people in and out 
all the time, it got pretty high every month. 

“Why the big old frown?” Joan asked 
breezily. joining me on the sand. 

“T was just thinking. maybe I ought to 
go to work again--you know—-help out a 
little.” 

Joan looked at me quickly then dropped 
her eyes and drew lines in the sand. “Well. 
if you are really worried about money 
there’s a job open at the Summer House. 
that hotel down the beach. They need a 
girl behind the desk.” 

“Oh? What are the hours?” 

“Evening. Five to ten. T heard. Just 
part time. You might ask about it.” 

“Thanks a lot, Joan. I will.” I rolled 
over on my back. Maybe Les would act 
like himself again if he knew there would 
be enough money to go around. Id tell 
him about the job when he got home. It 
would cut down on the gay life we'd been 
leading. but I was beginning to feel guilty 
about that anyhow. There was hardly a 
night that Les and I had alone. I missed 
the cozy evenings we used to have in our 
trailer back in Elmwood. 

Thinking about it my whole body quiv- 
ered with the desire for Les’ arm around 
me, his gentle kisses and the whispered “I 
I sat up, the uneasiness 
How long had it 


love you. Connie.” 
gnawing at me again. 
been? Was the passion gone out of our 
marriage already? 
getting to be mechanical? Didn't it have 


Was our love-making 


any meaning anymore? 

With a hurried, “ll see you later.” I 
gathered up my things, left a surprised 
Joan, and ran across the dunes to the 
house. 

Inside. I straightened up the rooms with 
quick panicky motions. | felt as if danger 
was lurking somewhere, but I couldn’t tell 
what it was. Pulling out the cookbook, I 
flipped the pages until I found the recipe 
for Les’ favorite spaghetti sauce. I got it 
cooking on the stove and set the table 
with a new cloth and candles. 

I changed clothes, putting on a crisp 
cotton dress. Les would really be surprised 
at that. I was always lounging around in 
shorts or jeans. 

When I heard the car door slam [ ran 
out to meet him and taking his hand 
squeezed it hard as we walked into the 
house. 

Les’ face brightened a little when he 
saw my dress. 

“It’s for you,” I said, without waiting 
for him to ask how come. 

“Nice.” Was all he said. 

“Enthusiastically I told him about the 


job, watching for some sign to indicate he 
liked the idea. 

“T guess it’s okay if you want to,” he 
said dully. 

A chill went over me. but I tried to ig- 
nore it and pulled Les over to the couch 
and sat down beside him. I wanted desper- 
ately to cuddle next to him. to feel the 
closeness we'd had before, but his arm was 
limp across my shoulders. 

“Are you tired?” I asked. 

“A jittle. Fridays are rough.” 
quiet for a moment, then he added: “Let's 


He was 


stay home tonight—-not go to the swim.” 

The midnight swim! I'd forgotten. It 
had been planned weeks ago. “We can’t 
very well do that. honey. We promised to 
go. Joan and Mike bought a couple of 
cases of beer. And there’s a full moon. 
Besides. it will probably pick vou up. Be 
the thing you need.” 

I got up quickly, remembering the sauce 
on the stove, and hurried out to the kitch- 
en. The thought of the swim chased away 
my uneasiness and fears. I laughed to my- 
self. How could there be anything wrong 
between Les and me? We'd go to the swim 
and afterward, when he was relaxed .. . 


A\ HEN LES AND I headed toward the 

spot on the beach where a huge bon- 
fire lit the sky. we met Joan’s slight figure 
flitting through the shadows. She laughed 
and caught our hands, pulling us after her. 
Other scantily dressed bathers were hud- 
dled around the fire and Mike was making 


sure everyone had a drink. The Sanders 
were always the ones who kept things 
going. 

“Here’s to you. Connie.” Mike called. 

It didn’t take much to get in the spirit of 
the group, and Les seemed in a_ hetter 
mood now. He was teasing Joan about who 
would make it to the water first. 

Mike leaned close to me and whispered. 
“Let’s beat °em—come on!” Next thing I 
knew we were all dashing for the surf. The 
waves splashed over me and the cold wa- 
ter took my breath away. But after I got 
used to it it felt good to let the waves carry 
me in toward shore. I felt exhilarated., 
ready for anything. 

When I came out of the water I was sev- 
eral yards away from the rest of the group. 
I thought I was alone, but as I looked 
around for the beach towel I'd left on the 
sand Mike came up behind me. 

“This yours?” he asked. 

“Yes. Thanks,” I said and gratefully 
wrapped my towel around my shivering 
body. 

“Want to take a walk? It ll warm you 
up.” 

I hesitated for a moment then nodded 
my head. What harm was there in taking 
a walk? Les wasn’t around and besides, 
he wasn’t the kind to be jealous. 

Mike and I walked briskly for awhile 
until I felt warmer and then we slowed our 
pace. We were a long way from the others 
and it was quiet except for the sound of 
the surf and a brief shout or cry from the 
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direction of the bonfire. 

It wasn’t until Mike moved closer to me 
that I realized he was drunk. His steps 
were unsteady, he stumbled a few times, 
swore under his breath. It was a wonder 
he hadn’t drowned in the water. I was 
about to suggest we turn around and go 
back when he suddenly caught my wrists 
and pulled me to him. 

“Mike, what are you—” 

But then my surprise turned to panic. 
He started to kiss me on the mouth, on 
the neck, on my shoulders. I tried to yank 
away but he held me tighter than ever. His 
breathing was heavy and he reeked of al- 


ohol. 

“Leave —me—alone!” I cried, but my 
words were drowned in the pounding 
waves. He was like a mad man. What 


had come over him? Where was Les? Why 
lidn’t he come to help me? The screams 
were in my throat but I couldn’t cry out. 
[ had to get away. His hands were all over 
me and | felt the zipper loosen on the back 
of my bathing suit. I pushed against him 
with all my strength and prayed franti- 
cally, 

My fingernails caught on his cheek and 
| felt the raw flesh. I struggled and fought 
like a trapped animal. We fell and the 
weight of his body pinned me to the 
ground. The terrible fear and panic in- 
side me made me lose all reason. My 
heart was pounding, pounding. I could 
feel the rawness of my throat. Was I 


creaming? 


(THEN I REALIZED it wasn’t my voice 

I heard. It was Mike’s. He was laugh- 
ing. “Get up, baby. I won’t hurt you. Get 
up.” He laughed again. 

I tried to get to my feet, but the fear I 
still felt left me weak. Mike reached out 
to help me. I shrank away from him. 

“IT told you I wouldn’t hurt you—here 
vive me your hand.” 

But I slid farther away and was able to 
get on my knees. If I could only find the 
strength to get up and run. But Mike’s 
voice was droning on and what I heard 
made me sink back on the sand. 

I thought you were like the rest of the 
rowd,” he chuckled. “You sure acted gay 
All these months I thought you 
were a party girl. I figured you were pair- 
ing off with one of the other guys and giv- 
ing me the cold shoulder. I had you all 
wrong, baby. Are you one of those gals 
loyal to your husband?” 

\nger was beginning to take the place 
of fear and I whispered hoarsely, “Of 
ourse I’m loyal to Les. I love him. What 
ire you talking about?” 

Mike’s laugh filled the air again. “You 
mean all this time and you don’t know? 
In our crowd we pair off—see what it’s like 
with the other guy’s wife—it doesn’t really 
mean anything—” 

| covered my ears and dropped my head 
n my knees. [I didn’t want to hear any 
» 


c nough. 


more. I felt like I was going to be sick. 
Waves of nausea rolled over me. All these 
people living around us did—that? Could 
Joan, whom I saw every day. go off with 
someone else’s husband? It wasn’t true. 
It was too disgusting, too loathsome. 

Then a thought, more frightening than 
anything I had experienced a few minutes 
before, came to me. I could hardly force 
myself to ask the question. “Les—does he 
know—about this?” 

“Sure—he—” 

But I didn’t wait for anymore. I ran 
toward the house, feeling as if every stride 
was sending me down, down, down into a 
deep pit. My mind raced with suspicions 
even though I didn’t want to believe Les 
would do such a thing. But what about the 
way he had been acting? Could he—would 
he—did he go with Joan? Maybe that was 
why she was around so much, why she 
suggested the job. Were they trying to 
get me out of the way? “Oh, God don’t 
let it be true, Les can’t be in on this,” I 
prayed aloud, repeating the words over 
and over between gasps for breath. 

I reached the house. and opening the 





WHAT MY HEART SAYS 
“Wait and know him longer.” 
People say to me, 

“If you know him longer. 
Maybe you will see 


Faults you have not noticed. 

Do not love too fast.” 

But my heart is saying. 

“Love! This love will last!” 
—Carole Vail 





front door lunged for the couch, collaps- 
ing on it. Just as I did, I saw the shad- 
ows of two people go by the front window. 
A man and a woman. The moon was still 
bright and they were unmistakable, Les 
and Joan. Numbly, I walked to the back of 
the house and watched them from the 
kitchen. They stood between the Sandefur’s 
and our place and they were in each oth- 
er’s arms. Their kiss tore me to pieces. 
Jealous. angry, bitter tears streamed down 
my face. 

Sobbing. I paced through the house. If 
only there was something I could do. Was 
it too late? With every step I took the 
agony was worse. 

I wanted to blame Joan and I thought 
up all kinds of accusations to throw at her. 
And Les was as much at fault. Why hadn’t 
he told me? 

As the question was going through my 
mind, Les walked in and flicked on the 


lights. I stopped and turned slowly to 
face him. 

“IT saw you—and—Joan,” I said halt- 
ingly. 


“Then I don’t have to tell you. I’d like 
a divorce, Connie.” 
“But I don’t want a divorce. I love you. 





| want you here. Why did it happen. Les? 
Why?” 

The look on Les’ face made me step 
back. Disgust was written all over it. 
Curling his lips in an awful smile he said. 
“Look at yourself in the mirror and you'll 
see why. Your suit practically torn off. 
hair a mess. You're a pretty sight! You're 
no better than the rest of them! I thought 
for a long time you were in on this thing. 
but I couldn’t be sure. Now I know. It 
shouldn’t be hard for you to understand 
why I’m leaving.” 

“Les, what you’re thinking isn’t so!” | 
poured out the story of what had really 
happened. I pleaded and begged for him 
to believe me; we argued and our voices 
rose; I screamed that he was as much to 
blame going off with Joan; I cried until 
there were no more tears; finally, | 
dropped my hands to my sides. There was 
nothing more I could say. 

And then those awful, biting words: 
“There’s nothing left of our marriage. 
Connie. It’s useless to talk about it.” 

I don’t know how long I laid there on 
the bed, going over and over what had 
happened. Only one thing was clear to me. 
I tried to blame Les, Joan, the crowd, but 
there was just one person really at fault. 
Me. I realized it now when it was too late. 

If I hadn’t pushed to leave Elmwood; if 
I hadn’t been so blind to everything except 
fun and freedom; if I hadn’t let the talk 
bother me—this aloneness was worse than 
any gossipy busy-bodies—I could have 
laughed it off before when I had nothing to 
be ashamed of. 

I got up and wandered around the house. 
The sun was up in a blaze trying to pene- 
trate the closed drapes. I pulled the rest 
of the curtains to shut out the brightness. 
My head ached from the loss of sleep, and 
the worry. and the torment. The whole 
day went by in a daze. I didn’t know what 
to do or where to turn. 

{nd Les did not come back. 

For a week I didn’t go out of the house 
or answer the doorbell or phone. I guess 
I ate, but I don’t remember. I thought of 
ways to kill myself and planned how I 
could jump off the pier, letting myself go 
down, down, being swallowed in the deep 
water. But I didn’t have the nerve to go 
through with it. 


T WAS on a Monday evening when | 
finally pulled out of my depression. | 
looked in the mirror over the dresser and 
saw the walking dead person I was. There 
were dark circles under my eyes and lines 
that hadn’t been in my face before. My 
hair straggled. My clothes were rumpled 
and-dirty. I couldn’t believe I was staring 
at Connie Rickart. 

If Les did come home for some sudden. 
miraculous reason, would he want a 
woman like I saw in the mirror? 

I quickly undressed, showered, washed 
my hair. I was just slipping a clean out- 
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fit over my head when the doorbell rang. 
\t first I thought of ignoring it as I had 
before. But the ringing became more in- 
sistent and whoever it was pounded on the 
door. too. My heart skipped a beat. Could 
it be? Was it possible? T felt the sinking 
ny stomach, No. Les had a key. 

| switched on a lamp in the living room 
ind opened the door a crack, pulling it 
wider as I recognized the man outside. It 
as the principal of Les’ school, Mr. Han- 


n 


“Is Mr. Rickart home?” he asked. 

“No.” I said, wondering what he had to 
see Les about that couldn’t be taken care 
of at school. Then I asked anxiously, “Has 
comething happened to him? Is he all 
right?” 

“Well. something has happened Mrs. 
Rickart. but I was hoping your husband 
would be here so I could discuss it with 
him.” 

| motioned for the principal to sit down. 
ind took a chair opposite him. He un- 
folded a newspaper he was carrying and 
handed it to me. 

“Would you know anything about this?” 

The story was on the front page. All the 
sordid details of the beach colony, the 
lrunken parties, the swapping of husbands 
and wives. And it was played up big. be- 
ause a teacher was involved. 

“We wanted to get your husband’s side 
of the story,” Mr. Hanley was saying. “He 
may be able to finish out the school year 
ince there’s only a month left, but I’m 
ure the board will not renew his contract 
for next fall. Too much public sentiment 
ibout this thing—” 

“He had nothing to do with it. It wasn’t 
his fault. It wasn’t.” I cried. Then because 
| had to admit my guilt, to take the blame 
for pushing Les into this mess, and _ be- 
cause | had to tell someone about it—even 
1 stranger—I let the words tumble out. 

Mir. Hanley looked at me, frowned, low- 
ered his eyes when I told the part about 
Mike. I could see by his face he didn’t be- 
lieve me. He thought I had lured Mike on. 
But I didn’t care. All that mattered was for 
Les to be cleared. I didn’t tell the princi- 
pal that Les and Joan were together that 
night. All I said was, “Les is gone—I don’t 
know where he is—probably staying at the 
hotel down the beach—he wants a divorce 

he—” I couldn’t go on. I dropped my 
head in my hands and sobbed. For a week 
I'd kept the tears inside and now they 
flowed, gushed from a breaking heart. 

When I was able to control myself I 
realized Mr. Hanley was gone. He had 
slipped out leaving the door part way open. 

Suddenly, I felt as if I had to get out 
too. 'd pack my things and go home to 
Elmwood. Maybe I could get my old job 
again. There’d be talk about a broken mar- 
riage but they wouldn’t know the whole 
story. | knew I couldn't stay in this house 
any longer without Les. 

[ began pulling clothes out of closets, 


Te) 


drawers. cupboards and jamming them in- 
to suitcases. Searching through my purse 
I found I had thirty-five dollars—grocery 
money for the rest of the month. It wasn’t 
enough for a long trip east. I twisted the 
ring on my finger. No. I couldn’t part 
with it. There must be some other way. I 
could sell something else. Just so I could 
get bus fare. 

“Can I go with you, Connie?” 

I whirled around. It wasn’t my imagina- 
tion! He was standing right there! “Les!” 

And then I felt his strong arms circling 
me, holding me, pressing me hard against 
him. I clung to him, hardly breathing. We 
stood that way, not moving. as if afraid 
the spell would be broken. 

“I love Connie.” Les whispered. 
“The things I said to you—I’m sorry. I 
saw Mr. Hanley. He found me at the ho- 
tel. Word for word he repeated what you 
told him—even about Mike. I was just at 
the Sanders and had it out with Mike. He 
said it was all true. Can you forgive me, 
Connie, for not believing you?” 

I couldn’t speak. All I could do was nod 


you. 


my head. Les kept talking: “And Joan 
she doesn’t mean anything—can you be- 
lieve that? There was nothing between us. 
The kiss you saw was for revenge I guess. 
I wanted to get even for the things | 
imagined you were doing. Connie. shall we 
go away together?” 

“Oh. yes!” I cried and as Les’ lips 
found mine I prayed a silent prayer of 
thanks to God for bringing back the man 


I loved. 


Les finished out the school term at Sum- 
ner Beach, but he wasn’t offered a job for 
the next year. Neither of us blame the 
school board, because in our way we were 
involved with the beach colony. 

We'll spend the summer moving, after 
we've sold the house, and looking for an- 
other teaching job for Les. Perhaps we'll 
go back to Elmwood. There might be an 
opening. But wherever we go, I know I 
won't be afraid of idle gossip again. Noth- 
ing anyone says can really hurt us when 
Les and I have done nothing to be ashamed 
of, when we love each other. THE END 





Easter Recipes 


(Continued from Page 43) 


Baked Ham With Marshmallow 
Rabbits 
Mix 1 tbsp. dry ginger, 1 tbsp. horseradish, 
1 tbsp. ground cloves. Rub over a 12-lb. 
tenderized ham. Place ham, fat side down 
in roaster, but do not cover. Pour 1 pint 
ginger ale over ham and bake in slow oven 
(325°F.) turning at least 3 times. Bake 
ham approximately twenty minutes per 
pound. During last half hour of baking, 
remove from fire and score fat. Pour 1 
pint pineapple juice over ham, then sprin- 
kle with Y cup brown sugar. Return to 
oven and bake until done, basting occa- 
sionally, When ready to serve place ham 
on platter. Place peach halves around 
ham. Cut marshmallows into “rabbits,” 
using candies for eyes and whiskers. Place 
a “rabbit” in each peach nest. 
Toasted Egg Fluff 
Whip four egg whites and Y4 teaspoon salt 
until stiff enough to hold a peak. Pile the 
beaten egg whites on 4 toast rounds or 
rusks, making a depression in the center 
of each. Place 1 egg yolk in each depres- 
sion. Bake in a shallow pan in @ moderate 
oven (350°F.) for twenty minutes. 
Ham Shortcake 
Brown 3 cup ground or cubed ham in 
3 tbsps. melted butter or bacon drippings. 
Stir in Y2 cup flour, and 2% cups milk 
and cook over direct heat, stirring con- 
stantly until sauce boils and thickens. Add 
1% cups cooked peas, Y% tsp. prepared 
mustard, Yo tsp. salt, Y tsp. celery salt. 
Bake your favorite baking powder biscuits 
either in one large biscuit or several small 
ones. Serve hot sauce between and on top 
of split hot biscuits. Serves 6. 


Jellied Long Island Duckling 
Stick 6 whole cloves in 4 orange quarters 
and 1 onion, then place in cavity of 2 5-6 
lb. cleaned duckling. Roast duck, breast 
side up on rack in shallow baking pan. Do 
not prick skin or baste during roasting. 
Roast in slow oven (325°F.) until duck is 
tender and done, 1% to 2 hours. Half an 
hour before duck is done, blend together 
2 thsps. honey and Y% tsp. kitchen bouquet 
and brush over duckling. Continue roast- 
ing. When done, let duckling cool to room 
temperature. Remove and discard the 
orange and onion, Cut duckling in serving 
pieces and arrange in shallow serving dish. 
Combine 2-10% oz. cans jellied consomme 
and 2 tbsps. brandy, and pour carefully 
over pieces of duck. Let chill until con- 
somme jellies, several hours or overnight. 
Serve garnished with slices of orange and 

crisp green water cress. 

Festive Baked Ham 
Bake or heat ham according to directions 
on the wrapper or can. If no directions are 
available, bake an uncooked ham (cook- 
before-eating type) 22 minutes per pound 
in a 325°F. oven on a rack in an open 
roasting pan. Remove ham from oven 30 
minutes before the end of the cooking time, 
and score fat. Moisten 34 cup brown sugar 
with a little pineapple or orange juice. 
Spread glaze on ham. Outline edge of an 
orange slice with whole cloves and place 
in center of ham. Place pineapple wedges 
around orange slice and center the “flower” 
with a maraschino cherry. Return ham to 

oven for 30 minutes. 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 8) 


But not glass slippers, however. She 
originally came to California to work as a 
designer of women’s shoes and was dis- 
covered while singing during off-days at a 
small Los Angeles night spot. 


When singer Billy Daniels was can- 
celled from a_ national 
recently it wasn’t because he was felled 
by the flu bug as publicly announced but 
rather he was felled from a sudden attack 
of had publicity. 


television show 


Tenor Bill Kenny of the original 
Ink Spots says he would like to play the 
lead in the film version of the Broadway 
show Jamaica. The picture would star 
Lena Horne and so would every one else 
like to play the lead opposite the dynamic 
Miss Horne. 


Cleo Laine, London’s top jazz singer, 
who is wed to Johnny Dankworth. Lon- 
don’s top jazz bandleader, expects her 
first baby in May. Cleo. a sepia lass, also 
sings with her English husband’s band. 


Sugar Ray Robinson: businessman, 
dancer. singer, drummer and sometime 
fighter. delighted his fans theatrically by 
going through his workouts in a depart- 
ment store window while preparing for that 
last battle of fists in Boston. Ray rhythm- 
ically skipped rope to the tune of Come 
To The Mardi Gras, whistled by one of his 
New York buddies. 


fighter, rancher, 
movie actor. and influencer of people. has 
the most talked about swimming pool in 
the state of California, where fancy swim- 
ming pools are quite common. Arch’s wad- 


Archie Moore: 


ing spot is shaped like a boxing glove with 
a small square ring in the center which 
serves as a raft. 


They’re still talking about the East 
Coast jazz concert promoter who disap- 
peared from his own promotion at 9:30 in 
the evening because he was suffering from 
the shorts (short money and short attend- 
ance}. When he failed to return, one of 
his stars announced to the audience. * 
unable to appear. the loot isn’t cool.” 


l am 


Roy Campanella, paralyzed ex- 
Dodger catcher, will go before the cameras 
this summer as a half-time commentator 
during the New York Yankee games. 
Campy explains that though he still loves 
the Dodgers dearly, he just watched more 
Yankee games last year. 


Frank Sinatra had a front seat be- 
tween Sammy Davis Jr. and Nat Cole 
when Ray Charles played his first concert 
at the Hollywood Palladium. Charles is 
the one cat that ‘most other musicians and 
entertainers dig the most. 
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so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
shield against dampness helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria . 
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keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
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Strange Blessing 


(Continued from Page 27) 


little bank account and watched it grow 
and planned on what we would do with it 
vhen Johnny came home. There were his 
lette o me which I read and reread. 
[here were mine to him, long letters that 
| wrote every night. We were apart, but 
neither of us had a feeling of separate- 
ne Our love was a bridge that touched 


ich other. A oneness. 

he letter I received from his command- 
ing officer said that he had not suffered, 
that he had been killed instantly. And part 
of me died with him. 

Life turned into a mechanical existence. 
| went on working. I ate food that was 
slept when I could, gave toneless 
thank-you’s to countless customers, played 
solitaire and saw movies I forgot before I 
left the theater. It was just day and night. 


taste le 


lay and night. over and over. It was an 
unceasing grayness broken only by the 
bright hot stab of grief that came without 


warning. It struck when I was alone and 
when I stood swaying on a crowded bus, 
ind there was no hour that was safe and no 
place where I could shield mvself from 


its sudden agony. 


A ‘ ROSS THE BOOTH from me, the 
tranger watched me. 
Eighteen months,” he repeated after 
ne. “What happened then?” 
‘I met another man,” I said, and my 


vice was a whisper, and my body felt 
rigid and hurting. “And I fell in love 
gain. His name was Paul.” 


\s plainly as though it had just hap- 
ned, I could hear him again saying to 
Vly name is Paul.” I went suddenly 

rocky, and the stranger’s face blurred and 
-wam before me. His voice, prompting me, 
to come from a distance. Had I 


I 


imagined it, or had there been the faint- 


seemed 


est biting edge to his tone? It steadied 

is important that he understand 

this down to the last detail, whether I liked 

g of it or not. Paul was so very 

different from Johnny, and my love for 

him was different, too. It didn’t intrude on 

the love [| had known with Johnny; it took 

nothing away from it. But it was no less 
lerful for being different. 

‘He was a good bit older than I,” I be- 
van slow] ‘Very well-educated and ter- 
ribly handsome. Distinguished looking.” 

had been sitting alone at the annual 
mpany dance, I explained, refusing invi- 
tations to dance, watching the couples on 
without interest and wishing the 
time would pass so I could go home. It 
was the first time I had attended one of the 
social events the store gave for its em- 
and it was not by choice. I had 
the coaxing of a girl in my de- 


partment who didn’t want to go alone. 
Once there, she promptly abandoned me. 
but I didn’t care. It was easier not to have 
to make conversation with anyone. 

When the voice beside me said, “You 
look as though you enjoy these things 
about as much as I do,” I only smiled 
faintly. He asked me if he could bring me 
any refreshments and I thanked him and 
refused. He was undaunted. He went on 
making casual talk, saying that he had 
come alone to the dance, that he didn’t 
know very many people in the store as he 
spent his day in his private cave in hook- 
keeping. 

I didn’t mind his talking: his voice was 
unusually pleasant. low and melodic. When 
I turned to look at him, it was no surprise 
to find that his appearance went with his 
voice. He looked the executive type from 
the touch of gray in his dark hair to the 
neat pinstriped suit. I told him my name. 
It would have been rude not to; we worked 
in the same place. But I shook my head 
when he asked to take me home. 

“T came with Betty Finnin,” [ told him. 
“We'll go back together.” 

But Betty came up just then, clinging 
to the arm of a shipping clerk, and told 
me brightly that she had a late date after 
the dance. Would I mind terribly if we 
didn’t go back together? When they had 
gone, Paul asked gently, “Would there be 
any use in my repeating the invitation?” 

It had become automatic for me to re- 
fuse anything and everything, but I 
checked myself. It occurred to me that I 
was being a little silly. I didn’t really like 
the prospect of going home so late alone. 
So I accepted, and I was glad for the deci- 
sion. No one could have been more gal- 
lant or gentlemanly. When he left me at 
the door of the rooming house where I was 
living, he asked me if I would have dinner 
with him on Tuesday night. 

“Tt’s lonely, dining out alone as often as 
I do,” he said whimsically. It touched me. 
For the first time since Johnny had died. 
I found myself responsive to someone else’s 
loneliness. I accepted without hesitation. 


O MY OWN SURPRISE, I found my- 
self looking forward to Tuesday night. 
On Sunday, I looked critically in the mir- 
ror. How I had let myself go! I spent 
the rest of the day working with my hair, 
cutting it myself and experimenting with 


a new hair-do, and going over my clothes. 
The result of that was that I spent Mon- 
day’s lunch hour buying a whole new out- 
fit. 

On that first date with him, I told him 
about Johnny. He listened gravely, en- 
eouraging me to talk when I faltered, and 


when | had told everything there was to 
tell I knew something good had happened 
to me. There was a warm place in me 
that had been cold and numb through all 
those months. He talked to me then with 
gentle understanding. 

“Tt’s good to remember,” he said. “It’s 
not good to live in the past. You're too 
young, too lovely, to turn your back on 
life.” Later, he said. “There’s so much 
to living, so much that’s beautiful. Do 
you read, Jenny? Do you know music. 
art?” 

I had to confess that I had no talents. 
that my education along cultural lines had 
been sketchy. 

“I'm glad,” he said softly. “I can teach 
vou. Will you let me?” 

And so I entered into another world that 
was new for me, the world of the art gal- 
lery and theater and concert hall, of little 
restaurants where the food and service 
were flawless. He brought me novels to 
read, and we discussed them together. And 
throughout all of it, I was aware of him 
and his awareness of me. No matter where 
we went or what he spoke of, I could feel 
that awareness in him. It was like a con- 
stant silent homage. It was like rain on 
the desert my emotions had become. | 
turned into an individual again; I had an 
importance and an aliveness. 

I think I was in love with him long be- 
fore I admitted it to myself. I told myself 
we were good friends. But the night came 
when we sat silently in his car, loathe to 
say good night, and I knew our relation- 
ship had gone much farther than that. 
His hand fell on my arm and he leaned 
toward me. 

*“Jenny—” he began. In the half light 
| could see his questioning look. There 
must have been an answer on my own face. 
because his eyes went suddenly black and 
he gathered me swiftly and fiercely against 
him. He kissed me beautifully with a 
warmth and sureness yet still so tenderly 
that it was another act of homage. 

“Oh, my darling.” he said then. “My 
beautiful. You’ve known, haven't you? 
That I’m in love with you? I didn’t know 
if I dared hope. You're so young.” 

I said simply, “I love you, Paul.” And 
| knew again the exquisite sensation of 
pure happiness. 

But he didn’t ask me to marry him, not 
then, nor in the evenings that followed. He 
spoke of marriage, yes. He talked of chil- 
dren and the home we would have. But 
he said we had to wait. We had to be 
sure. I told him I was as sure as a person 
could be, and he would smile tenderly 
and lovingly. 

“It’s you I’m thinking of,” he always 
said. “You’re so young, my dearest one. 
(And you had such a tragedy. This has 
to be right. For you.” 

Then he asked me to go away for a 
weekend with him. I frowned. not liking 
that, not understanding it. 
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“Why. Paul?” I asked. “If we're going 
to be married—” 

“Don’t you see?” he asked gently. 
of knowing. Of being 


think I could 


“It’s 
Oh, 


hurt 


part sure. 
Jenny. do 
you?” 

I was sure he couldn't. He had been so 
wonderful. so good. I felt confused. This 
was another aspect of that sophisticated 
world to which he belonged. He made me 
feel. as he talked. as though I were un- 
necessarily prudish, as though my love for 
him lacked the trust that should be there. 
I couldn't bear for him to feel that way, 
and I told him finally I He 
seemed so proud of me. so joyous over 
that proof that my love was true, that I 
was sure I had made the right decision. 

We never went on that weekend. 


you ever 


would go. 


7 7E HAD GONE TOGETHER for 
'Y seven months,” I said to my 
panion in Jake’s place. “Today, tonight, it 
was over.” I gathered my strength and 
said bleakly, ““His—wife came to see me. 
I didn’t know. I never knew—” 

I had come home from work to find her 
waiting in my landlady’s living room. She 
was a little woman with hair that was al- 
most entirely gray and small perfect fea- 
tures. She must have been pretty once. 
She would have still been pretty except for 
the unutterable tiredness in her face. We 
had the living room to ourselves, and when 
she announced herself I stood perfectly 
still and stared at her with total incompre- 
hension. 

“Paul’s—wife?” I echoed after her. I 
didn’t believe it. There was no such per- 
son. He was as alone as I. We were going 
to be married. I collected my scattered 
wits and said. “You must be mistaken.” 

But she was not mistaken. 
tly, “I’m sorry, my dear. 
know, did you?” 

After that. she did all the talking. I 
couldn't. I was in the grip of shock. barely 
able to make out what she was saying, 
knowing only that telling the 
truth. 

“I knew there was somebody new 
told me, “but I didn’t know who it was 
until this morning.” She didn’t tell me 
how she had found out. She went on. 
“When I know, I always go to the girl and 
talk to her. Like this. 
it right then. 
for him. 


com- 


She said gen- 
You really didn’t 


she was 


,” she 


Sometimes they end 
Sometimes they try to fight 
He’s—very attractive. But in a 
showdown, I always win. He doesn’t really 
want freedom, you see. 
loves me. 


In his own way. he 
And he wants the security his 
marriage gives him. We have a sixteen- 
year-old son who adores his father.” 

The room was beginning to swim before 
my eyes. I took a step and leaned against 
a table. 

“Perhaps you wonder why I should want 
him back each time.” she said softly. “He 
was the first man I ever loved. The only 


one. I understand him. With some men. 
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For Rent... With Option to Buy! 
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YOU Give YOURSELF at Home! 


End scalp or hair problems! 
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prescription, 
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figure...? 
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With others. it’s 
Well 


alcoholism is a disease. 
this sort of thing. He 
grow old together. 

I felt sick. I didn’t know she had moved 
until I felt her light touch on my arm. 

“Are you all right?” she asked. 

“Yes.” I managed. “Will you 
Please.” 

I felt my way upstairs to my room and 
sat on a chair by the window in the dark- 
ness. I knew what had happened, but I 
was still in a kind of shock that was like 
a protective wall around me. My thinking 
was erratic and half-formed. Whenever it 
congealed into a fact, it would strike 
against the shock barrier and go spinning 


needs me. 


? 
go: 


away. 

This had happened to me before. John- 
ny’s death had been like having the world 
pulled out from under my feet. I had en- 
dured it. What was the measure of endur- 
ance? What happened to it when it had 
crushing blow? 
And the 


been weakened by one 
Could it 
thought went spinning 

I had known supreme happiness twice. 
I had given all of myself each time. The 
the heights. the more terrible the 


knew 


And love and happiness 


sustain another? No. 
away. 


greater 
fall. I only 


that was deeply. 


one way to love. and 
and life were all wrapped together for me. 


To lose my love— No! 
Paul. help me! Come and hold me and tell 


This is a nightmare. 


me— 
It was not a dream. It was real. Paul 
was another woman’s husband. I had fallen 


I had 


and I had been so 


in love with a man who didn’t exist. 
given him my _ heart. 
afraid that he wouldn’t know the depth 
of my love that I had promised to go away 
I had heen so blindly. stupidly 
deed. 
I had compromised all my morals 
and integrity. And at that point, I had 
betrayed Johnny. his memory and our love. 
That was the thought that broke through 
the shock barrier. 
name aloud. and the cruel pain was back, 
making 


with him. 
sure that T had sinned. 
thought. 


if not in 


I cried out Johnny’s 


than 
short and labored. 


worse ever. my breathing 


I don’t remember get- 


ting my coat and purse and leaving the 


house. I remember walking, block after 
block. It was late. then. There were few 
cars, few passers-by. I walked without 


tiredness and without caution. The streets 
grew darker. the buildings shabbier. 

Then I passed the great 
houses and walked onto the bridge at First 
Avenue. 


silent ware- 


CROSS THE 
man shrugged. 
“So he 


BOOTH from me, the 
heel,” he commented. 
“Good riddance. No reason to want to stop 
living.” He asked me if I thought Paul’s 
wife had anything to be joyous about. He 
said life was never easy, that most people 
managed to find something to live 
or. 


was a 


| found his words obvious and_ trite. 


them. I looked 


emotionless. I 


There was no comfort in 
at him. His 
couldn’t pin down his attitude toward me. 
If he felt compassion it was offset by the 
faint scorn. He seemed interested. but he 
was detached. too. Of one thing I was sure. 
his own complete unhappiness. I had no 
I just felt it. 
and it 


face was still, 


Some- 
had 


way of knowing that: 
thing had happened to him, 


left a deep and unseen mark. Because of 
that, my next question. a direct challenge, 


was a cruelty. But it was not a conscious 
cruelty. I little through the 
darkness of my own despair. I threw out 
the question the way an animal strikes 
out blindly. without thought. at something 
that torments him. 

“You. what do you live for?” 

I didn't 
not. But presently I became aware of the 
lengthening silence. and I realized he was 
Not just for me. 


could see 


care whether he answered or 


searching for an answer. 


For himself. too. 

He said it finally. in a very low voice. 
“The hope of tomorrow.” 

I felt oddly disappointed. Pretty words, 


I thought. Bitterness touched my voice as 
I said. “You don’t know. 
know it’s like to 
lost to me. both of How 
I’ve learned the power of 


then. You don’t 


what have no hope. 


They're them. 


could I hope? 


life to hurt—and go on hurting. giving 
and snatching away. I can’t stand any 


“I'm afraid.” 
he said coldly. 


more.” I said in a whisper. 
“= ou're a fool.” 
I said nothing. I had stopped expecting 
understanding from him. 
“You don’t know a break.” 


handed to you on a silver plat- 


he went on. 
“when 
ter. This guy. the second one. what you 
thought he 


that’s not important. 


was. what he turned out to be. 
What’s important is 
what he did for you.” 

That startled me. “ 


I asked incredulously. 


What do you mean?’ 


“After your husband died.” he said 
harshly. “it was—what? A vear and a 
half before you met Casanova. And all 
that time you moped around. Wanted to 
die. Never he happy again. Never love 
anybody again.” 

I heard him with my mouth open. I had 


and my blood felt hot 
It was a new sensation for 


gone taut all over, 
and seething. 


me. Love and happiness and grief I had 
known in fullest measure but never anger 
like this. He bit off the words, and it 


seemed to me he was belittling my trag- 


edy. that he was talking as though I were 
a spoiled child who had just had tan- 
trum. 

“But you did. 


lessly ° 


didn't you?” he said piti- 
“You were too far gone to see any 
ordinary run-of-the-mill guy with his feet 
It took a guy like Casa- 
nova to do it. An old pro at the love-mak- 
And found out you were still 


young and still in one-piece. The guy did 


on the ground. 


ing. you 


you a favor. So you want to jump off a 


bridge.” 
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Sometimes truth is revealed to a person 
ill at once in a flash of light. Sometimes 
just little filters through, so that you 
know if you get hold of that you will know 
t all eventually. That’s the way it was 

ne. | felt the anger subsiding as I 
take a firm grip on what he was 
o tell me. 
mean,” I asked haltingly, “that it 
roves that it can all happen again 
iaybe be right?” 
roves,” he said, “whatever you want 
ay 
uptly, after that, he announced that 
ifter three in the morning. 

What’s it going to be?” he asked me. 

his eyes steadily. “I’m all right.” 

id him. 

iore bridges?” 
more bridges.” It was true. Even 
hort a while, the impulse to which 
| had yielded seemed remote and dread- 
ul like a kind of madness. I knew it 
n't happen again. 
He regarded me intently, then nodded. 
ll call a cab for you.” 
put down the money for my own cof- 
lee, and he hesitated a moment and then 
took it. We waited outside under the flick- 
ring neon light for the cab, and I found 
self wondering about this big man, this 
nger beside me. 

Why have you bothered with me?” I 

“You didn’t have to.” 


Ked nim. 


“No.” he agreed. “1 didn't have to.” 

He had not answered my question. My 
awareness of him. the first stirrings of cu- 
riosity were proof that my sanity had re- 
turned, that the blinding mists of despair 
were breaking up. 

I tried again. “You made me angry a 
while ago. I thought you had no under- 
standing at all. But I think you did. I was 
hemmed in by something. You know how 
to break through it.” When he said noth- 
ing, I asked softly. “Will you tell me who 
you are?” 

“No,” he said with a finality that was 
almost violent. “You wouldn't want to 
know.” 

I had to accept that, and | said noth- 
ing more. In a few minutes, the cab ar- 
rived, and I went down alone. When we 
pulled away. he was still standing there 
under the neon light. 


HAT WAS THE BEGINNING of the 

new life I built for myself. I had a long 
way to go; it didn’t come all at once, but 
the tools were in my hands. 

The first morning was the hardest. After 
I had turned off the alarm and blinked 
awake, I remembered, and the wave of 
blackness came again. I fought it. I talked 
to myself desperately. I was all right. I 
said. I had lost nothing. I had gained. The 
love I had for Paul was no longer real. It 
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couldn't be. That wasn’t important. any- 
way. What I had learned was important— 
that I had been able to laugh again and 
love again. And the blackness receded. 

I walked to the window and stared in 
fixed concentration at the sky and treetops 
I could see. The world was full of beauty 
and things that endured. Trees and poetry. 
music and art. I had learned to know those 
things; they were no less beautiful because 
of the man who had taught me. 

I said all that to myself like a liturgy 
through the day and in the mornings and 
days that followed. The smiles that came 
hard at first began to be easy. The interest 
in other people that I had forced at the 
beginning became genuine. I joined a club. 
I signed up for a course in night school. 
(nd I know, finally, that the episode with 
Paul had been a bridge that led me from 
my abyss of grief back to the world of the 
living. On that day, when a sudden un- 
expected thankfulness at just being alive 
flooded over me. IT remembered that I had 
never thanked the man who had saved my 
life. 

I would have to find him, I thought. How 
did you thank a person who had given you 
back your life—in every sense of the 
word? But I had to try. 

On a Saturday night. I went back to 
Jake’s place. I sat at the far end of the 
counter and ordered coffee. Jake. I saw. 
was a glum-looking person who didn’t 
look either cooperative or talkative. 

As he set the coffee before me. I said 
hesitantly, “I’m looking for someone. I 
wonder if you could help me?” 

He worked busily with a rag over the 
counter without answering or looking at 
me. I went on, “I came in here with him 
one night about a month ago. It was very 
late, about two o’clock. He has black hair. 
You called him ‘Mac’.” 

“T call everybody ‘Mac’, lady,” he said 
brusquely. “I don’t remember faces. A lot 
of people come in here late.” 

“But I’m sure you know him,” I per- 
“He knows you. anyway. I think 
he comes in here often. Or he used to. A 
big man with heavy black eyebrows.” 1 
checked the impulse to add “nice eyes.” 
“Can't you remember?” 


sisted. 


“Oh. Him.” Jake shot a suspicious 
glance toward me. “He’s no friend of mine. 
I’ve got to make a living. I serve anybody 
as long as they don’t make trouble.” 

He moved away to serve customers at 
the other end of the counter, and it was 
quite a while before he came back. I or- 
dered more coffee, and when he brought it 
to me, I said, “Please. It’s important to 
me that I find out who he is.” 

[ put all the appeal I could muster into 
the plea, and after a speculative moment, 
he put both hands flat on the counter and 
told me: 

“T don’t know his name,” he said. “but 
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{ know what he is. He was a cop. see, and 
he wasn't a rookie very long. He learned 
fast. When to keep his mouth shut. When 
to look the other way. How to stage a 
phony raid so it looked the real thing. 
When the new mayor came in and cleaned 
up. they had him cold along with the rest 
of the department. I suppose there’s some 
that would say it was easy to see how he 
went along. It was a system, a big opera- 
tion, when he went in. And he had a wife 
and a kid. The extra money probably 
looked good. Some might figure it like 
that. Not most people. Funny thing. You 
ean excuse a lot of things. But nobody 
likes a crooked cop.” 

My heart was hammering. I wasn’t really 
shocked. Remembering him. remembering 
how he had talked. I knew it had to be 
something like that. But something deeper 
than sympathy, deeper than ordinary un- 
derstanding, quickened my blood and 
made my eyes sting with unshed tears. I 
struggled to keep my face impassive. 

“What does he do now?” I asked. 

He shrugged. “Odd jobs. Nobody wants 
to hire that kind of a record. His wife di- 
vorced him and took the kid with her. 
You’d think he’d get out of town. wouldn’t 
you? Go some place where he wasn’t 
known. But he hangs around. Walks the 
streets at night. Maybe he’s looking for a 
chance to get back in the department. 
Maybe he’s hoping a hood will fall into 
his arms some night and make a hero out 
of him. I don’t know. I don’t ask ques- 
tions.” 

I said softly, “Thank you.” I paid for 
the coffee I hadn’t touched and went away. 
And the humility I felt was strange and 
warm and glowing. 

The hope of tomorrow. He had said that. 
Not as an automatic cliche. not as pretty 
words. It was all he had to live by. Out 
of the nothingness that made up his life. 
he had given me the key by which I had 
found mine. 

I lead a busy life now. My activities 
outside of my job have a way of leading 
to more and more commitments, all of 
them time-consuming and absorbing. And 
my interests and my circle of friends are 
ever widening. 

But whenever I can slip away late at 
night, I go down to that end of town where 
the quiet warehouses stand and Jake’s 
place is the only sign of life for blocks 
around. I go in and have my coffee and 
watch the door. It’s summer now. and 
lately I have walked along the river and 
over the bridge and back before I go home. 
For all the good things I have, the friends 
and fun and sense of being worthwhile, I 
can’t forget a man who stubbornly haunts 
the scene of his disgrace, who is trying to 
turn his personal loss and past weakness 
into a foundation of strength. 

Maybe I'll never see him again. But, 
somehow. I believe T will. THE END 









Deaths from 
Heart and Blood 
Vessel Diseases 





All Other 
Diseases 









Other 
Causes 








Heart 
Fund 
*| Defense 


Many worthy causes are bidding for 
your help. You may not wish to give to all. But 
can you afford not to fight the heart diseases? 





The #1 enemy accounts for more deaths than 
all other causes combined. 


So, put first things first. Help your Heart Fund. 
Your Heart Fund dollars already have speeded 
great advances in treatment, prevention and 
rehabilitation. Hope is bright for greater vic- 
tories to come. That is why your Heart Fund is 
your #1 defense. Give generously now. 


HEART DISEASE 9 HEART FUND 





65 








Letter To The Other Woman 


(Continued from Page 13) 


ps you're satisfied with only a trinket 
from him. though, and your other 
may supply the major heavy sup- 


he comes in the door, are you 
there. expensively gowned. with 
eautiful apartment behind you, with 
vely little “gimme” hand extended 


d the dollar mark in your eyes? 


hat did you bring me?” you pout, 
ou even ask how he feels, or how 
has been. 

pefully. he drags out a small box, be- 

(Oh, yes, 


know hew to make them want to 


he wants to please you. 


ou.) 
hope you'll like it.” he says, shyly. 
pretty figurine for your bric-a-brac 
ot expensive, but clever. Your wel- 
strained as you say, 
You have priced it in your 
already, and you really don’t appre- 
he “clever” approach half as much 
do the “expensive” approach. But 
| you back into a good mood, and 
will have fun for a little while 
Just a little while. though, because 
t tired of your Fort Knox heart, and 
be because of you that the relation- 


smile is 


rome” 


other hand. I understand there 
of this type around these days— 
With her there are never 
lems because nothing is wrong. 
no seruples, no standards, no 

or rules fer living, and simply can- 
eive of the fact that anyone else 
\re you this type? Let’s assume 
ment that you are, but I don’t 
because if my husband were 

ie influence of this type person, he 
eem half drugged most of the time. 
f you are, | think perhaps most 
egular 


histicate. 


: everyday people envy you a 
the ability to be completely don’t 
Had 


No-—-then, at least, you’d know 


e you ever been married? 


to care, 

did you acquire that brittle, 
\re you like that all the 
veh?’ Yes. I imagine you are, be- 


, 
terior : 


u've found a way to live without 
int. But is that really living? 
a cynical, cold attitude to real 
What in the world would you do 
should develop a case of real, honest 
| don’t think you could, though. 
for you, too. [I get mixed-up, con- 
things wrong, but at least I can 
iurt. | imagine it’s all smooth and 
our world in which you are, at 
it, gaily walking with my hus- 


sur very philosophy of life—that 
nothing sacred, nothing of value— 
our relationship with him. and 


after you say “Goodbye.” and he says 
“Goodbye.” there’ll hardly even be a mem- 
ory. because there was nothing to begin 
with. 

I am more inclined to believe, though, 
that you are the sweet-submissive type. 
This one usually lasts the longest—my 
husband is so soft-hearted—and this is the 
type I fear most. You believe. of course. 
that you are “in love” with him, forgetting 
the real meaning of the word, or the true 
adult status of being in love: loving, and 
having that love returned. 

“T love you,” you tell him. over and over, 
“that’s all I know, and all I care about.” 

“But you shouldn't. sweet.” he protests 
gallantly. after he has adroitly helped you 
into this situation. “You understand how 
it is with me.” 

“Yes, dear,” “I do. and I 
wouldn't want to hurt your family for any- 
thing in the world. I know they are first 
with you. But if I can just see you—just 
occasionally, for a little while. that will be 
enough for me.” 

“But vou have a right to a fuller. better 
life than anything I can give you.” he still 
argues, because he likes to hear your an- 
swers. “You've a_ right to 
better.” 

“There is nothing better,” you say. “and 
I'd rather have just a little of you. than 
all of anyone else I know.” 

“Oh, baby.” I suppose he says. and I 
hope you won't mind if I fade out on this 
scene whieh is becoming too gushy for me. 

All right, Miss Doormat, if that’s the 
way you want it, and I agree you may hold 
him a few weeks or months longer than 
some of your sisters, but a man must be 
stimulated. There must be a give and take, 
a parry and thrust. You offer no challenge 
to him. You are completely lacking in any 
aggressive characteristics, and he will 
sooner or later become bored with you, 
thus ending your relationship. 


you say softly. 


something 


You see, you can’t win, whichever type 
you are. The very nature of the situation 
you're in prevents you from winning. As 
soon as you submit to him. that is the 
beginning of the end. 

It’s almost 10:30 now, isn’t it? Look 
around the room, again. and see if every- 


thing is all right—-ash trays emptied, 
everything shining. lights dimmed just 


right, a Sinatra record playing softly, the 
makings for his favorite drink right at 
hand. 

Past 10:30- 
to the window, though this is useless. be- 
cause you can’t see a thing from the tenth 
floor. But it’s just something to do while 
you're waiting. You pat on perfume again, 
nervously, the palms of your hands be- 
ginning to feel a little damp. You look 
in the mirror. Everything’s perfect. Why 


you get up and walk over 


doesn’t he come? Its past his time. 

Suppose he doesn’t come? What do you 
do then? Storm? Cry? It could happen 
easily, you know, if something is wrong 
with Tommy or Sharon. or me. There 
might be an engagement we have to keep, 
or unexpected company. He does live at 
home, remember. 

He hasn’t called. Perhaps he couldn’ 
get to a telephone. He doesn’t want to 
come! Is this the end? Look in the mirror 
again. The fear and uncertainty in your 
eyes are not becoming, are they? 

I do have that advantage. among others, 
1 know that he will always come—perhaps 
late, perhaps occasionally with a very thin 
story, indeed. But this is his home, and | 
am his wife, and he will always come back 
to me. 

Too, I know all of his moods. not just 
when he is at his party best. I know him 
when he’s sick, when he’s tired, when he’s 
suddenly elated, when he’s with the chil- 
dren—a thousand different ways that are 
so endearing. 

Also, home is the best atmosphere for 
expressing love. He is relaxed here. He 
is supposed to be here. There is nothing 
furtive. no tension in the back of his mind. 
I proudly bear his name, and 
have borne his children. As a result of 
our love, I may have more of his children. 
proudly, happily. How would you bear a 
child resulting from your “love”? 

We spend our lives together and have 
friends, interests, diversions, many things 
to share and enjoy besides sex. What do 
you have to talk about with him after the 
sweet nothings have been murmured? It’s 
a good thing you’ve decided that “talk 
isn’t important between the two of us,” 
because [I don’t believe you'd have any- 
thing to talk about. 

There it is, finally, the doorbell. He's 
here! You’ve won again, for the evening. 
A tiny gain, but your face lights up, and 
you go to the door in triumph. You hurry, 
hurry to answer. 

But wait—there’s just one more thing. 
If you are the “sweet-submissive” type. | 
am of the opinion that, sooner or later. 
probably sooner, you will come to your 
senses and realize it is for the best when 
your relationship with my husband ends. | 
helieve you will some day meet, fall in love 
with, and marry a nice young man, all of 
your very own. I believe you will be a 
good and understanding wife to your hus- 
band. 

I believe. too, without a shadow of doubt, 
that there may come a day—or rather, 4 
night—when he will tell you about a spe- 
cial committee meeting that he must at- 
tend, and that he has to be there a 
10:30— And later, one of the committee 
members will call and cheerfully ask for 
your husband, saying he hasn’t seen him in 
W eeks — 

Then and only then will you really un- 
Then and only then will you 


or mine. 


derstand. 
know. 
Yours sincerely. 
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Sammy Davis Jr. 


(Continued from Page 38) 


test shot at Cape Canaveral. The question 
loomed: Was Sammy Davis Jr.. or was he 
not. romancing one of the top screen stars 


of the day? Pretty soon, some of the 
papers came right out and called the 


name: Kim Novak, the top female prop- 
erty of Columbia Studios. headed by the 
late movie tycoon Harry Cohn. This little 
episode was culminated by the somewhat 
sudden marriage of Sammy to little known 
singer Loray White in January of 1958. 
Mr. Cohn shortly thereafter passed away. 
and while it is not known whether the 
much-publicized Davis-Novak incident has- 
tened demise. it has 
that it certainly did nothing to prolong his 
life. 

Meanwhile, it took Sammy and Loray 
19 months to put asunder what had been 


his been conceded 


joined together in just two minutes of 
wedding vows. Actually, they were sepa- 
rated within three months. but another 16 
months of unpleasantness ensued before 
Loray finally Vegas 
give her a divorce. plus $10,000 worth of 


got a Las court to 
property settlement, on grounds of mental 
cruelty. Thus Sammy again became a free 
agent, released from a marriage that few 
people ever understood. 

Last year. he met and fell in love with 
Joan Stuart. a Canadian dancer comedi- 
enne. This time. the press laid it on the 
line: it hinted, it used initials, then finally 
came right out and said there was a ro- 
mance between the Negro star and the 
Snow-blonde entertainer. Sammy laid it on 
the line, too. “Joan is a wonderful girl,” 
he said. “I know I love her very much, 
and I believe it’s mutual.” 

For the first time in the history of the 
movie magazine industry, one of the major 
publications carried a love story involving 
a Negro. It did so with all of the sugar- 
and-molasses phrasing for which the trade 
is known. This, for example, is how Mod- 
ern Screen reported the dramatic moments 
Sammy and Joan spent together just after 
she had told her bewildered parents of 
her plans to marry him: 

“You called your folks?” he asked. 

“Yes.” Joan said. 

“They don’t want us together. married?” 
Sammy asked. 

Joan shook her head. 

Sammy walked to a window and sat. He 
looked at Joan, near the window, crying. 

“Joannie.” he said after a while, softly, 
“maybe this is for the best. Maybe it’s good 
you learn now, from your own family, what 
part of your future would be like.” 

He paused. 

Joan said nothing. 

“Maybe it’s best you find out now, at 


the beginning.” he went on then. “in time 


for you to change your mind.” 
*“T can't say [ won't mind, Joannie.” he 
said. “but 

“Don't. Sammy. don’t.” Joan shouted, 
suddenly. “Don’t talk like that . Don’t 
you start talking like that now. Or else Tl 
die. Right here. on this spot. [Hl wither 
up and die... I love you. Sammy. / love 
you.” 

“And you still want to marry me?” he 


asked. 


Joan ran from the window. and threw 
herself in his arms. 
This was her answer—her final never- 


ending answer. 


N TRUTH, Joan’s answer may be the 
the Harlem kid who grew 
up in the tight little dressing rooms and 


answer for 


cluttered wings of hackstages around the 
Most of the 


were denied 


normal courses of 
There 
schoolgirl sweethearts. no prom dates. no 
youth. Girls 
had to 


two-week 


country. 
events him. were no 
and 


learn 


lingering romances of 
love are something he has 


about between shows. during 
stays in town, and in crowded rooms where 
the talk and the horseplay and the plans 
and immediate little hopes are all hepped 
up to jet speed. Nothing has or can hap- 
pen normally to Sammy. If the world of 
the celebrity. which is now his world. were 
not enough to make it so. his tremendous 
drive and never-ending energy supply the 
clincher. 

Many friends believe that Sammy des- 
perately needs the thing he can perhaps 
never have—a completely normal love re- 
lationship with another human being. His 
mother reportedly said. when she heard of 
his plans to marry Joan: “I'm glad for you. 
You've worked 
hard all your life. since you were five years 


old. It’s 


some personal happiness out of this life.” 


son. You're 34 years old. 


about time you started getting 

Whether or not marriage to Joan Stuart 
will provide Sammy with this “personal 
an- 
“When I began 


a different per- 


happiness” is a question yet to be 
swered. But he once said: 
to talk to Joan, I felt like 
son. I found that this was the first time I 
ever sat with a girl and was myself— 
talking about myself as I really am, not 
as Sammy Davis Jr.. night club star. I was 
serious. For once, with this girl. I felt I 
could let go of the clown face I’ve had 
to wear all the time. the clown face people 
always expect me to wear. I didn’t have to 
be flip or cute. Boy, it was a wonderful 
feeling .. .” 

Has Sammy Davis Jr. found true love at 


last ? THE END 
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Devil Child 


(Continued from page 35) 


you got your mouth all stuck out for?” 
I asked him as he walked me home. 

“You know damn well!” he said angrily. 
“T don’t know what kind of sap you take 
me for.” 

“What kind are you?” I laughed. 

“You're so slick—you think,” he mut- 
tered. “One of these days, Elfreda, you’re 
going to meet a guy who won't take all 
the jive you hand out.” 

I tossed my head. “That'll be the day!” 
I said. “When it happens, let me know, 
will you?” 

Harvey grunted. “Won't nobody have to 
tell you. baby. You'll know when it hap- 
pens. Somewhere there’s a guy who can 
put the mo-jo on you.” 

“Like I put it on you?” I asked. not 
bothering to hide my contempt. 

“That’s right,” Harvey said, and some- 
thing in his voice made me feel a little 
sorry for him. But it didn’t last long. 
“Everybody in this world has got somebody 
they want but can’t get,” he went on. 
“When it happens to you, just remember 
how you treated me.” 

“Tl drop you a post card,” I said. 

I was seventeen years old then and I was 
only a few years older when I learned what 
Harvey meant—and I learned the hard way. 
For a girl who took delight in breaking 
hearts. I did the worse thing possible. I 
fell head over heels with a man and I let 
him know it. 

It was lucky for me that the man was 
Ben Greaves. Ben loved me from the start 
as much as I loved him, so I didn’t get my 
heart broken—at least, not the way Har- 
vey had predicted. Ben was different from 
the other men I knew. I guess that’s what 
drew us together. Ben wasn’t a woman- 
chaser. The way it was, I had to work 
hard to get him to notice me. But once I 
caught his eye, I think we both knew this 
was it. 

There was something else different about 
Ben, aside from the surprising fact that he 
didn’t make a pass at me the first time he 


took me out. Ben was ambitious. He had 
finished school. even though he had to 


work, too, and he was taking a television 
repair course when | met him. “I’m going 
to get out of all this. Elfreda,” he said to 
me not long after our first date. “I don’t 
know when, but I’m going to do it.” 

“Why?” I asked. “And where’ll you 
go?” 

“Just take a look around,” he said, point- 
ing in the direction of Hill Street, with its 
row of broken-down houses. “That’s the 
reason why. And I don’t care where I 
move to. just as long as it’s a better part 
of this town.” 

He turned his steady gaze on me. “I'd 
like to take you with me,” he said softly. 
“We can do anything—together.” 


_ the five hours Ben was at school. 


His warm, tender kiss was what I’d been 
waiting for. In my heart I knew I'd go 
with Ben wherever he asked me, even 
though I was perfectly content to live out 
the rest of my life where I was. 

The next week after our date. I went 
home with Ben—and stayed there. In the 
morning he was so sorry for what had 
happened he was ready to cry. 

“We've got to get married now, darling.” 
Ben said finally. 

I looked at him in surprise. “Married? 
But we hardly know each other.” 

“After last night—I think we know each 
other very well.” 

“But—” I tried to think of words to ex- 
press my thoughts. In one way, Ben was 
right. But we really didn’t know each 
other. Besides that, I just wasn’t ready for 
marriage. I didn’t want to stop having fun 
and settle down. I tried to explain all 
these things to Ben. He didn’t agree with 
me. Thinking what it had been like being 
with Ben, I didn’t even agree with myself. 


(THE FIRST YEAR of our marriage | 

had a ball. I was so much in love with 
Ben that I tried to get him to quit tele. 
vision school so we’d have more time to- 
gether. 

“You know Id like that more than 
anything else in the world,” Ben told me 
gently, “but I can’t stop now. It won’t be 
long before we'll have everything we want. 
darling.” 

I had everything I wanted. A _ loving 
husband and all the fun I could cram inte 
He went 
directly to the school from work five nights 
and I'd spend that time with my 
friends drinking, talking and playing 
cards. Ben didn’t like it, but didn’t raise 
too much fuss. 

“Tt’s just that I don’t like to see you 
wasting time with those low-lifes,” he told 
me. “They’ve got nothing, don’t want any- 
thing, and don’t want anybody else to have 
anything.” 

But I just liked to be on the go. So lots 
of times I went out alone while Ben 
studied, getting back in time to fix him a 
late snack before going to bed. Then, no 
matter how much fun I had or how sweet 
the men had talked, I would know again 
that Ben was the only one for me. Lying 
in his arms and feeling the warmth and 
strength of his love, it seemed impossible 
that I ever needed the laughter and com- 
pany of other people. 

Just before Ben finished his course, | 
found out I was pregnant. It just about 
floored me. 

“A body would think you were sick 
unto death, the way you carry on, child!” 
Grandma Hill said when I rushed over to 
Mama’s house with the news. “You've got 


a week, 
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a home and a good man. Be thankful it 
ain't nothing worse.” 

I slumped down on a kitchen chair and 
held my hands. “A baby! 
What am I going to do?” I wailed. 

“Aw. hush.” Grandma scolded. 
nothing fatal. like consumption or 
Itll be over in 


head in my 


“T’ain’t 
gallop- 
ing pneumonia. nine 
months.” 

Mama understood. “You don’t want to 
be tied down, isn’t that it, Elfreda, honey?” 
she asked sympathetically. 

I nodded tearfully and Mama. said, 
“Well, it can’t be helped. But I’m sure 
Ben will be happy to hear the news.” 

Grandma set her rocking chair to going 
in the corner. “If you ask me, that 
Just too fast,” Grandma 


over 
girl’s too fast. 


mumbled. “One of these days she’s going 
to rush out and meet herself coming 
back!” 

Having a baby sure slowed me down. 


Ben was tickled to death. just as Mama 
said he’d be. “The baby’s got to have a 
nice place to live. I’m going to apply for 
one of those project apartments.” 

Seeing Ben so happy couldn’t help but 
cheer me up some. But I still dreaded the 
thought of growing all out of shape and of 
missing my fun. But there was nothing I 
could do except think of Grandma’s re- 
mark that it would be all nine 
months. 


over in 


WE DIDN’T get into the project until 
after the baby was born. Everything 
seemed to happen at once. I had a new 
baby on my hands and the job of moving 
and furnishing a new apartment. Ben had 
begun to repair radios and TV sets on the 
side and each night after work disappeared 
into the bedroom, where he had a work- 
bench. Ben was proud of the baby and 
suggested we name him Leonard. after his 
grandfather. But with his job and _ his 
extra work. Ben just didn’t have time to 
spend with the boy. Even after Ben quit 
his job and opened up a little shop he was 
so busy trying to build up the business 
that he still was like a stranger at home. 
As for me. as soon as Leonard was old 
I'd bundle him up and take him 
over to Mama’s, then go out for some fun. 
[had a whole lot of catching up to do. 
So little Leonard grew up with lots of 
attention from his relatives, but not much 
from his parents. It was that way for five 


enough. 


years, 
Then I had another baby, this time a 
girl. I don’t know what it was, but some- 


think came over me when Irene was born. 


Almost overnight I became a changed 
woman. Maybe it was because the baby 


was a girl and I felt closer to her than I 
had to Leonard. Also, I was older and 
had more sense by the time Irene came 
along. But mostly. I guess, I had my fill of 
running around. | lost all desire to go 
chasing the streets or sitting around for 
hours just killing time. More important, 
Ben had time to spend with the family. 
The business was doing pretty well and so 








‘This make-up base guards against shiny face 


“Greasy, sticky make-up bases give 
me such a shiny face and cause my 
make-up to smear. But now that 
I have changed to Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as a base, my 
make-up goes on smoother, stays 
on longer; keeps me looking fresh.” 


Morgartt Elaillard 


Los Angeles, Calif. 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times—without bothersome retouching. 
*® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 


VANISHING CREAM 











the Vallette Angel says-- 





SELLING PERFUME 
IS AN EASY WAY 


TO EARN EXTRA 
MONEY - £UN TOOL 





LADIES—write today for complete 
details and FREE samples—you can 
start taking orders immediately. 


Vallette Dept. 744EB Decatur, Ill. 











OEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC Co., 49 W. 32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 














SUBSCRIBE 
TO 
TAN 
TODAY 





















Reveals 200 Ways 


E GUID to Make Extra Money 


YOU can turn your spare hours into 
cash ($25 to $100a week)! Ask for Free Subscription 
to Opportunity Magazine, nationwide guide to extra 
cash for millions of men and women. Contains hints, 

ns, hundreds of offers. No matter what your age, 
experience, or occupation—write TODAY for next 5 
issues FREE. Send no money—just your name. 


OPPORTUNITY, 850 N. Dearborn, Dept. E218, Chicago 10, lil, 













A POSTCARD 
PUTS YOU IN BUSINESS 


Rush Card Today For 
FREE Selling Outfit! 


Get into highly profitable, factory 
backed, repeat-order jacket and 
shoe business! Sell amazing line 
of Air-Cushion Innersole comfort 
shoes to friends, fellow workers, 
Dress, sport, safety shoes for men 
and women. Never sold in stores. 
Make $10 to $75, as much as $200 
monthly just in spare time. No 
investment. Send card TODAY 
for FREE SELLING OUTFIT, 


MASON Shoe Mf. Company i 
Dept. G-161, Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin Fes # 





? GUARANTEED 
LOSE WEIGHT 


...is by eating less. And now for the 
first time you can do it easier, safer 
with NEW B-SLiM CAPS. No rigid 
, starvation diets, no pills before 


every .meal. 
UST ONE B-SLiM CAP IN THE 
MORNING BEFORE BREAKFAST 
-and your appetite is gently 
‘curbed for the entire day. No jangied 
nerves, no tenseness fighting 
your desire for food. You cut down 
naturally, harmlessly, effectively. 
What’s more, only 1 capsule per day 
means you pay less too. 
Full 3 weeks supply 
(21 capsules) only $1.98 
Economy 6 weeks supply 
(42 capsules) $2.98 
Order now. B-SLiM CAPS must do 
all we say, or money refunded. 
Ppd. if you send check or M.O.; 
or C.O.D. pilus P.O. charges. 
MARSHALL DRUG REMEDIES, 7. 
Dept. 28, Box 188, Forest Hills 75, 
"69 











! 











\ 

ESTERDAY it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
Y:- and wonders:why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “‘toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
lerly growth... and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 


The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
-growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
n this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 





Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
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Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
tomorrow. 
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he got to see the baby more than he had 
Leonard at that age. 

I'm not trying to make excuses for what 
took place later. It just happened that 
wav. Irene was showered with more love 
and attention than Leonard ever got. At 
the time. we didn’t know what that did to 
the poor boy. 

The first inkling T had that something 
was wrong was one night when Ben was 
playing with the baby just before bedtime. 
He threw her up into the air and caught 
her the way she loved for him to do. I hap- 
pened to look over at Leonard. The way 
he was glaring at the two of them sent a 
shudder through me. Tt was a look of 
naked hatred that I tried to describe to 
Ben when T took him aside later. 

“You've got to spend some time with 
Leonard.” T told him. “He sees you mak- 
ing a big to-do over the baby and he feels 
left out.” 

“You're right. honey.” Ben said thought- 
fully. “Maybe tomorrow T'll take him to 
a movie.” 

Ben had good intentions. but somehow 
he never got around to carrying them out. 
As time went on, Leonard grew into a 
slim. quiet voungster who seldom played 
with other children. He stayed away from 
Irene. We had once caught him jabbing 
pins into the baby’s leg and Ben gave him 
the beating of his life. Ben was so angry 
that T had to grab the strap away from 
him. 


AS LEONARD GREW OLDER we saw 
\ how far away from us he’d grown and 
hoth Ben and T tried everything we knew 
to win him back. Whén other fathers of 
teen-age boys were being pals to their sons. 
Ben couldn’t get Leonard interested in any- 
thing they could do together. 

“T don’t feel like it.” or “I'm busy.” 
Leonard would complain. and Ben would 
let the matter drop. When he was 16, 
Leonard started going out nights and com- 
ing home very late. He never would say 
what he’d been doing. but T knew that he 
was not at the project playground or out 
with any of the boys in the neighborhood. 

“Maybe he’s found himself a girl friend 
and is too bashful to admit it.” Ben 
laughed one night as I sat up waiting for 
Leonard to come home. 

I said nothing. but IT was remembering 
the way Leonard was with girls, shy but 
at the same time contemptuous. T couldn’t 
imagine him out on a date like the other 
hoys. But the mystery of what Leonard 
did at night was cleared up one day after 
he had been away from home all night. I 
was frantic and Ben had stayed home all 
morning with me, hoping to hear some 
word. Finally. he had gone down to the 
shop. telling me that if we had no news by 
that afternoon we'd call the police. We 
hadn’t done that before because of the 
neighbors. Everybody knows your busi- 
ness in a project. Also, Ben kept feeling 
that Leonard was somewhere hiding to get 
even for being punished the day before. 
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(bout noon, the phone rang. It was the 
police. They said they had Leonard at the 
precinct station and that we were to come 
ind get him. Relieved that he was un- 
harmed. but also frightened by the phone 
call, | hurried to the shop and got Ben. 
logether we went to the station. The po- 
lice sergeant told us that Leonard had 
been picked up downtown. 

An officer spotted him on the fire es- 
ape of the YWCA.” the sergeant said 
orim! 

But—but what on earth was he doing 
there?” Ben asked. 

Peeking through windows!” the police 


napped. 


Ben swore. “You must be mistaken! 
Vy son’s no sex maniac.” 

No—not yet.” said a man who had been 
itting quietly in a corner of the office. 

What do you mean?” I asked, my 
heart suddenly heavy. 


[he sergeant introduced the man as one 
if the psychologists working with the po- 
lice department. His name was Adams. 
I’m not a doctor.” Mr. Adams told us, 
but I’ve had a lot of experience on cases 
like this. Your boy needs help before this 
thing gets out of control, Now, I’ve talked 
with him but haven’t been able to learn 
ell me, can either one of you re- 
all anything that might have—well, given 
him an unhealthy outlook on sex?” 

I—I don’t know what you mean,” I 
faltered 

Sex curiosity is normal in adolescents,” 
Mr. Adams said, “but it has taken a dan- 
serous twist in your son’s case.” 

Ben and [ glanced at each other, then 
juickly looked away. Both of us were re- 
membering the day when he came home 
early one afternoon. The baby was asleep 
ind Leonard, who was only seven years 
iid, was outdoors playing. For some rea- 
son, Ben was in a loving mood and so was 
were in another world, lost 


much 


I Soon we 
love 
Suddenly there was a scraping noise in 


the hallway and we pulled away from each 


other. Frowning, Ben went to see who it 
was. He found no one, but we both knew 


that it must have been Leonard who spied 
m us, There was nothing we could do 
ibout it and we soon forgot the incident. 

Now. as we waited for Leonard to be 
brought to us, I wondered what we could 
iave done, what we could do now. Accord- 

to Mr. Adams, our only hope was to 
end Leonard to a psychiatrist. But even 
had been able to scrape together 
enough to afford twenty-five dollars for 
each weekly visit, Mr. Adams made it clear 
that it would be useless if Leonard did not 


il We 


co voluntarily. 
insisted that he being 
ramed by the police and that there was 
with him. I wanted so 
ch to believe him that I accepted his 
tory. Ben also wanted to forget the inci- 
and we decided to keep a close eye 


Leonard was 


othing 


ing wrong 


son so it wouldn't happen again. 


It was impossible. By the time Leon- 


ard was eighteen he was coming and go- 
ing as he pleased with never a word of 
explanation. As far as we knew he had 
kept out of trouble but we lived in fear 
from day to day. We even went to a clinic 
in hopes of getting financial help for psy- 
chiatric treatments. But there was a long 
waiting list, and again we were told that 
Leonard himself had to come in willingly. 

I guess, though, that you can’t go on 
worrying and fretting forever. Especially 
when the thing you fear doesn’t happen. 
Ben had the business to take care of, and 
I had Irene, now thirteen, to look after. 
She was a pretty girl and very popular. 
Every day some of her girl friends would 
visit her and I'd keep an eye on them, 
making sure never to leave them alone 
with Leonard. 

I hated myself for even thinking Leon- 
ard might do some harm to innocent little 
girls, but the newspapers in recent weeks 
had been full of stories about rapes and 
sex murders. Right there in the project, 
a little girl had been molested, and late 
one night a woman out walking her dog 
had been almost strangled to death. 

Then, one afternoon I came home from 
shopping to find Irene down in the yard 
playing. I asked her what she was doing 
out of the house. 

“Leonard made me come down,” she 
said. “He’s upstairs playing games with 
Verna.” 

My hand flew to my lips to stifle a 
scream. Verna was one of Irene’s play- 
mates, a pretty girl, well-developed for her 
age. And Leonard was in the apartment 
alone with her! 

I thrust my packages into Irene’s hands 
and flew up the stairs. My hands trem- 
bled so when I put the key in the door that 
my purse fell to the floor. From the back. 
I heard muffled cries and sounds of scuf- 
fling. I ran back there. My heart inside 
me died as I saw Leonard, his face con- 
torted with passion, struggling with Verna. 


Her dress was torn. I yelled at Leonard. 
He looked up, but did not release his grip 
on the girl. 

Flecks of foam were in the corners of 
his mouth as he drew back his lips in 
a snarl. Vile words came between his 
clenched teeth. I tried to pull him from 
the girl, but he shook me off. Frantically. 
I fought with him, and after a moment the 
girl managed to slip from his grasp and 
ran screaming out the door. 

Then Leonard turned on me, the same 
wild light in his eyes. I stood horrified at 
the sight of the monster my own flesh and 
blood had become. When I finally turned 
to run it was too late. Leonard grabbed 
me and we wrestled across the room and 
into the kitchen. I felt his strong fingers 
digging into my neck. I screamed, | 
pleaded with him, but he was like a wild 
beast. I gasped for breath, feeling myself 
growing faint. Finally, with one last ef- 
fort, I broke away from him. I fell back 
against the sink and my hand touched the 
handle of a bread knife. 

I raised the knife. Leonard came toward 
me. I screamed. He kept coming. Then. 
God help me, I brought the knife down . . . 


HEY TOLD ME last night I could 
leave this place. But just now I'd rather 
stay here a while. It’s so peaceful and 
quiet. Ben is home with Irene and they’re 
waiting for me. Yet, somehow it’s not 
home any more. I can’t go back there. 
They brought me to this hospital with 
the bars on the window until my nerves 
settle down. I feel a lot better now, as good 
as I'll ever feel, I guess. Maybe in another 
couple of days I'll leave here. No matter 
how long I stay I know I'll never get rid 
of the guilt that weighs on my soul. | 
don’t know how—the doctors tried to ex- 
plain it to me—but everything that hap- 
pened to Leonard was my fault and Ben’s. 
We have to live with that until we die. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 40) 


humor and leave us with rancor. 

We have so many things in common, so 
many things that we agree on that I know 
we will have no difficulty in his believing 
one way about religion and my keeping an 
abiding faith in my religious beliefs. 

I remember that cold, beautiful De- 
cember (28, 1959) day, just after Christ- 
mas and I had finished a gig at Roberts’ 
Show Lounge in Chicago. “Daddy” said 
“let’s get married.” I had two days off 
and was just hanging around town waiting 
to go to Ohio for an engagement. Without 
hesitation I said “yes.” So we rushed 
down to get a blood test at nine a.m. It 
(the test) came back at 1:36 p.m. We 
picked it up at two, selected my ring at 
three and were married at five at City Hall, 
all in the same day. 


never 


Religion aside, my husband and | are in 
love—-we want to spend the rest of our 
lives together. “Daddy” has strong beliefs. 
beliefs that he doesn’t change at a mo- 
ment’s notice. Most men I know believe 
one thing on Monday and something else 
on Tuesday. He is a young man with am- 
bition and potential. He is not at all im- 
pressed by the fact that I’m Miss Della 
Reese, the celebrated singer. 

He is not a rich man. The things he 
gives me are those that money can’t buy. 
They can’t be purchased at Marshall Field. 
Tiffany's, Bergoffs or Goodman’s. 

He is just Mr. Gray, my “Daddy.” who 
has given me love, affection, a real sense 
of being. For this I’m eternally grateful. 


THE END 
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Daddy’s Girl 


(Continued from Page 31) 


as it always was. 

Then Pop spoke gently. “That’s not a 
good start for marriage. son. A note at 
the bank and a business to build from 
scratch . . . with a home to keep up, as 
well.” 

Ken looked at me. his young face all 
set. “We can manage. can’t we. Sherry? 
We're voung!” His tones were pleading. 
“We won't mind struggling a little.” 

“No. I don’t mind that.” T faltered. “I 
could even get a job and help.” 

“All T want is security for my girl!” 
Pop said. slipping his arm about me. “As 
a matter of fact. vou’re both too -young 
for marriage. but I’m willing to risk that 
—if you don’t plunge into disaster. the way 
you're planning. All I want is your hap- 
piness.” He talked on—oh. so kindly— 
told how he’d planned to enclose the 
porch off his own room. fix an apartment 
for himself. home to our- 
selves. 

“About taking the course. and going into 
business for yourself.” Pop went on, a bit 
hesitantly. “I don’t want to interfere. son, 
but that sort of thing is a real risk in these 


wine to me. 


so we'd have a 


days. How about trying it the solid way 
a while—for Sherry’s sake? Tl get an ap- 


pointment for you about a railroad job, 
and if you don’t like it. Pll help you all I 
can get started in this other. TIl even get 
out and drum up business for you! How 
about it. son?” 

Ken turned to me. abruptly. 
werent there. “If we want to catch the 
first movie. we'd better start!” he said. 

I stood there. looking from one to the 
other. fighting back the tears that were 
so very close. Then Pop looked at me. 
smiled. his tender understanding way. 
“Go ahead. dear.” he said. “It’s all right.” 

I nodded. “Thanks. Pop!” and kissed 
him, feeling all bruised over the hurt I 
knew was in him over Ken’s rudeness. Pop 
was only trying to be helpful, I thought— 
why couldn’t Ken see? Why couldn’t he 
appreciate it? As we left, I added. “Don’t 
wait up for me, Pop, darling!” 

But he did wait up. and it wasn’t late 
—for Ken and I didn’t go to the show, 
after all. Instead. we quarreled. bitterly, 
and I was home less than two hours later, 
all filled with heartache and resentment at 
Ken. I cried it all out in Pop’s arms, and 
it was wonderful to feel his love wrapping 
around me. protecting me against the pain 
Ken had brought. 


as if Pop 


“We've broken up.” I choked. “I gave 
his ring back and I'll forget him. but—” 


Sobs filled my throat till I couldn’t go on, 
and Pop didn’t ask questions; just held me 
close. patting me gently as he used to when 
I was a tiny girl and came to him for com- 
fort. I was grateful for that. for I couldn't 


tell him that Ken had made me choose 
between himself and Pop, wanting me to 
cut myself off from Pop almost completely. 

I'd said. “I love you, Ken. but I’m not 
going to stop being the daughter I’ve al. 
ways been to Pop when I marry you! I'll 
not break his heart that way! Won't you 
even try to understand that I can’t?” 

But he'd only jerked out. “Some day, 
yow ll understand. Sherry, I hope. God 
help you if you never do!” then he'd 
walked away. angrily, the ring in his 
pocket, after he took me home, and | 
dragged into the house. wanting to die. 


GOT OVER IT. with Pop’s help. and 
his constant kindness made me more 
and more sure that I could have done noth- 
ing else. Ken left town. and after a few 
months I heard that he’d opened his shop 
in the electrical appliance store at Lake. 


view. Then, a vear later. I heard that he 
was married. and always an ache had 
stayed with me—that is, until Joe had 


come on a two month’s vacation to visit 


his grandparents who lived at the edge of | 


Hesperville. Joe had lived in our town till 


he was ten, then his folks had moved to | 


Southern California, and this was the first | 


time Joe had come back. 

Joe looked me up right away, and it 
was wonderful. A little flame started in 
my empty heart. growing until it was like 
a blazing hearth-fire in a chilly room. | 
was sure from the start that Joe returned 
my feeling. so everything was perfect. He 
was a railroad man. so Pop and he had a 
lot in common. And when he asked me to 
marry him. I was filled with sheer ecstasy. 
This was my real love. I knew—my only 
love. 

I was in a daze of happiness, so I wasn’t 
conscious of the cloud that was arising 
until it was there. dimming some of my 
new-found glory. Pop liked to make plans 
for us. and I began to realize that it net- 
tled Joe. The way he frowned when Pop 
insisted on barbecuing steaks at home, on 
the night Joe had planned to take me out 
to dinner. Or Joe’s tight-lipped silence 
when Pop got us a pair of tickets to a mu- 
sical comedy when we decided on an eve- 
ning picnic to the lake shore. Nothing big. 
yet I knew it irked Joe. Pop had even 
planned this fishing trip to please us. but 
Joe hadn’t been too happy about it. 

I knew Joe planned on us making our 
home in California, but it hadn’t seemed 
quite real to me. He’d talked a lot about 
the small town nestled at the foot of tall 
mountains, not too far from the ocean— 
place where he knew everyone—where he 
felt he belonged. I’d love it, he said, and 
we'd buy one of the pretty new houses be- 
ing built out there, begin life in a good 
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way that would last always. 

It sounded wonderful at first, but when 
we told Pop—well, I began to realize how 
terribly he wanted Joe to transfer so we 
could be with him, and to know how alone 
he'd be without me. I wonder if there’s 
anything in all the world that brings so 
much heartache as being torn between two 
people you love? Finally I realized it had 
to be settled. one way or another. Pop 
would talk happily about how we could re- 
model the big house. if we decided to come 
hack. and Joe would go silent. Then Joe 
would start selling me on the wonders of 
California. and Pop would look suddenly 
old and haunted, as if someone had struck 
him a blow. 

Finally. I said to Joe. one Saturday 
night. “Let’s not go anywhere tomorrow 
afternoon. dear. Let’s stay home, then you 
and I and Pop can talk it all out—about 
where we'll live. and your job. and every- 
thing.” That was the best way, I thought. 
The two men were always genial after a 
good meal, and I'd see that it was a tip- 
top one. 

But Joe looked at me. his eyes dark with 
questioning. “Your father and you and 
1?” he asked. almost harshly. 

“Well. after all. Joe.” I pleaded desper- 
ately. “he’s heen father and mother to me. 
both. and he hasn’t anybody else but me. 
My future is bound to concern him.” 

“Not to the extent of deciding for us, 
Sherry.” he said in tight tones. “This is 
between the two of us. Look, hon!” He put 
his hands upon my shoulders. “It’s our 
life. We’ve got to plan it. Tell you what 
—let’s drive down to Lake Michigan after 
church tomorrow. have dinner somewhere. 
then find a quiet spot on the dunes, and 
settle -just we two.” His arms 
slipped around me. “I love you very much, 
Sherry. You know that.” 

“Yes. Joe. We'll do it that way.” I 
breathed. and lifted my face for his kiss. 
Joe loved me. and life had to be right. 

But when we got home, Pop had a sur- 


things 


prise for us. “Bet you kids forgot that 
trout-fishing season opens Monday.” he 
chuckled. “Well. I didn’t. I’ve got every- 
thing ready. We'll start after church, to- 
morrow. and get to Cushman Creek in time 


to eat and make camp. Then hit the banks 
at daylight. next morning.” 

I heard Joe’s quick drawn breath. saw 
the happy look on Pop’s face and knew 
how disappointed he’d be. But I said. “Joe 
and I thought we’d go down to Lake Michi- 
gan after church— 

I stopped. seeing Pop’s disappointment. 
“Well. the season opens Monday,” he said, 
“and we've never missed it. I—I’ve_ bor- 
rowed an extra sleeping bag for Joe, and 
—well—” 

I turned. met Joe’s gaze, begging him to 
understand, 

With Pop. opening the trout season was 
a family institution, and this could be our 
last fishing trip together. I said huskily. 
“Couldn’t we go to the dunes after we get 
hack. Joe?” 


My heart skipped a beat at sight of his 
tight-set jaw, but finally he nodded. “Okay, 
“It'll be fine to 
I used to go with 


Sherry.” he said gently. 
start trout season right. 
Dad.” 

I gave a sigh of relief and pushed back 
the fears. 

So we went on the trip, pitched our 
camp under the pines. and—except for the 
undercurrent of dread—everything had 
gone perfectly. until. under the urge of my 
love for Joe. I had rashly promised to live 
wherever That meant leaving 
Pop—for always. How could I bear to hurt 
him so? 
“It’s happening all over again.” I whis- 
and almost wished I could die. 
from below. came the sound of min- 
gled laughter. Joe’s and Pop’s, and tears 
of relief stung my eyes. “I’m being silly,” 
I thought. “They like each other, enjoy 
each other. They ll not tear me apart, not 
when they love me so.” 





he wished. 


pered. 


Then, 


HAD SUPPER ready when they came 
back. and I kept things gay through the 
When Pop took his bedroll early to 

I slipped into 
“Hold me close. 


meal. 
a place beyond the tent. 
Joe’s arms and whispered. 
Joe! Let’s not talk. but just listen to our 
hearts!” 

He held me and for 
moments we stayed there. listening to the 
beat of our hearts. and to the sleepy mur- 
mur of the creek. and the breeze sighing 
through the trees. And the night was filled 
with a magic that piled up and up. until 
in the world of men, 
but on a plane of our own. very close to 
the stars. Joe’s arms tightened, and a great 
trembling started deep within me. 

A whippoorwill called softly. and as if 
the door. Joe 
speaking in a husky 
jerkily. Not 


thoughts of a 


close. long sweet 


we were no longer 


sound opened a started 
whisper. the words 
but the 
who is filled 


Endear- 


coming sentences, 
broken man 


with things he dare not express. 


ments yearning it was all there. 
and though only half spoken. my heart 


knew 
arms. drew his lips down to mine. 
All the 


under the power of that kiss 


and answered, I reached up my 


night sounds became a melody 
love-song 
that grew louder until it pounded against 
my ears in heautiful awful urgency. I 
clung stil] tightly to Joe. and his 


arms responded until it was almost as if 


more 


we were one. His lips were more demand- 


ing. and my own answered. and the very 


world seemed closing in upon us, breath- 
lessly. 
Then. abruptly. Joe lifted his head and 


roughly. 
hoarse- 

Good- 
night. Then he picked up his 
bedroll and carried it over the knoll while 


took his arms from me. almost 


“This isn’t fair to you.” he said. 
“Not till you're my wife. 


little sweet!” 


voiced. 


I stood there. trembling. filled with a queer 
Yet 


Joe loved me enough to leave me 


ache. exaltation was there. too. be- 


cause 
when the power of it grew too great to be 
few days I would be 


endured. In another 
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Joe’s wife, then nothing could come be- 
tween us, nothing would take away the 
clory that would be ours. I told myself 
that, over and over, as I drifted to sleep 
with Joe’s kisses throbbing on my lips. 
We went back home Tuesday, and Joe 
said, “I'll pick you up about five. Sherry. 
for our trip to the beach.” 
I'll be ready.” I smiled, for those mo- 
his arms the night before had 
know 1 belonged with him. 


nents in 
made me 
ilways 

[ sat on the front porch, that afternoon. 
putting the last touches on a green ging- 
ham housedress that was part of my trous- 
eau—and my dreams were of evenings 
hen Joe would come home to supper and 
find me all crisp and housewifely in my 
dress, waiting to greet him with a 
kiss. Pop had gone to the post office, and 
iow he came smiling up the front walk. 
You look a million miles away. baby.” 
1e sald softly. 

[ took his hand, laid my cheek against 
it. “I’ve been selfish. Pop. thinking just of 
I said, then, in a desperate at- 


pretty 


nyself!” 


empt to assure him of my love. “Pop, 
things aren’t any different between you and 
ne, just because of Joe. They'll never be 


iny different, even if—” I stopped. I 
ouldn’t finish. “Even if I do go away to 


Pop laid his hand upon my head. “I’m 
nighty happy, honey, that ’'m not going 
lose my girl. except for a honeymoon 
rip. I knew it would be all right about 
here, but still—no word had come. 
ind I was beginning to worry a little.” He 


he job 


held up a letter. “But here it is—promise 
i job for the boy. here!” 
[ stared. “You—you’ve not talked to 
Joe about it?” 


Pop shook his head. “Not yet, baby. I 
He'll have to 
xo down a step, but the boy’s smart, he’ll 

rk up fast. [ guess [ll go phone him 


to make sure. first. 


vyante 


ews 
No, Pop, please!” I cried hoarsely. 
Oh. you shouldn’t have gone ahead, with- 
uut asking him! You—” I stopped, be- 
use his face had suddenly twisted till 
he looked like an old, old man. Gallant, 
Pop. who had thought only of me, put me 
irst, all the days of my life. “I’m sorry,” 
[ choked, wadding up the green dress and 
hrowing it aside. “I don’t want to hurt 
ou 
Tell me, baby!” Pop pulled me to my 
eet, and I looked, agonized, into his strick- 
n eyes. “Don’t you want to stay here? 
('d thought—you’d like it. I'll fix an apart- 
myself while you’re on your 
well, I’ve pictured all 


ment [OI 


honeymoon, I’ve 


the old playground stuff out in the yard 
igain your children living the sort 
of happy life you did. And then, sometime, 
vhen I’m gone- ” his voice broke, “J—I 
didn’t know you wanted to leave me, 
baby!” he finished. 


Don’t, Pop!” I begged through my 


tight throat. “I don’t want to leave you. It’s 
just | put my hands to my face to stop 
16 


the whirling, but 1 couldn’t shut out the 
sight of Pop, so old-looking, so stricken. 

“T’ll go tell Joe,” I whispered, for I had 
to make Joe understand before Pop saw 
him. “I—want to tell him. Pop!” then I 
ran down the steps and away, stumbling 
along the street. because of the shaking 
inside me. And all the fears were stabbing 
at me again as I ran down a path I seemed 
to have trod before—a path that had ended 
in awful heartache. 


OE WAS IN the garden. there at his 


“ grandparents’ small home. He was dig- 
ging around the’ rosebushes. but he 


dropred the big garden fork, came toward 
me. “Why. Sherry. honey.” as he caught 
my hands. “What's happened. darling?” 

I gazed up at him. and for a long mo- 
ment. 1 couldn't answer. It was as if I 
had to impress his looks upon my heart 
forever—the soft brown eyes. the strong 
face. Once before I'd gone through all 
this, and it had ended in heartache. and 
now- 


“Joe. you’ve got to understand!” I[ 
gasped. “Pop—he only wants to help us. 


He thought 
and he’s so happy about it!” 

“What job?” Joe demanded. 

“On the railroad here. He—he thought 
you wanted it. Truly, Joe. He didn’t mean 
—” Oh, please, understand, Joe! my heart 
begged as my voice died under the tight- 
ness of my throat. “Please see how it is, 
that I can’t hurt Pop! Love me enough to 
understand!” 

But Joe rasped out, “You mean he went 
ahead and got a job for me 
He dared—” 

“Don’t. darling!” I gasped. “He didn’t 
mean any harm! He just didn’t want to 

lose me!” My teeth were chattering, and 
the words. came sharply. “I’m all he has. 
and—” 

“And he’s bound to hang on to you!” 
Joe lashed out. “Well, it won’t work! 
We're going to have a life of our own, just 
you and I, and there’s no room in it for 
your father! You promised you'd go any- 
where with me. and I’m holding you to it!” 

“But I didn’t say I'd cast Pop off en- 
tirely!” I cried passionately. “That I'd 
cut him out of my life!” 

“Maybe not.” Joe returned bleakly, “but 
I can see no chance to compromise, for 
your father wants the biggest part. I’d 
rather give you up. Sherry, than have just 
a part of you.” 

Sobs choked me, and my heart twisted 
as I stared at Joe through tear-burned 
eyes. Joe, who'd said he loved me, who 
had shared sweet ecstasy with me—an ec- 
stasy that told how great would be our 
marriage bliss—was telling me now that 
he’d give me up rather than share me with 
my father! 

Joe was just like Ken. Joe wanted me 
to go home and tell dear, gentle Pop that 
I was going out of his life forever, to hurt 
him, cruelly. And I couldn’t. It just wasn’t 
in me to twist a knife like that in Pop’s 


oh. Joe. he’s got a job for you 


without my 
consent? 


heart. And so, wanting to die, I had to 
make my lips form that sounded to me like 
clods falling on a new grave. “All right. 
Joe—if you can’t understand.” 

I hurried away from him then, and I 
didn’t stumble any more, because the fear 
was gone. There was only a calm, icy 
despair that froze my heart. It was good 
that way. There was no pain at all. only 
the iciness. 

It had happened again. A man tried to 
make me choose between him and Pop, and 
I had to choose Pop, because I couldn't 
hurt him after he’d given up his whole life 
to me. A bus stopped. Vaguely I saw the 
sign on it. Green’s Park—Hilltop—Lake- 
view. Lakeview, The place Ken had chosen. 
rather than me. I climbed on the bus. 
sat down, staring out the window with un- 
seeing eyes. I didn’t know why I was go- 
ing to Lakeview, except that the answer 
to all my heartache seemed to be there. 


T TOOK AN HOUR to reach Lakeview. 

and, once there, I started walking. 
Walking, and weeping inside. 

Lakeview was a small place, with one 
main-street. so it was inevitable that I 
should come, at last, to the neat shop with 
Ken Hawkins’ name on it. Without stop- 
ping to wonder why I'd come, I pushed 
open the door, stepped inside. Ken was at 
the back, his red head bent over some 
work, and when I saw his stocky. square- 
built body. a little warmth crept inside the 
ice. You can love a man once without 
carrying memory in your heart .. . 

He looked up. “Can I help you?” he 
asked pleasantly. then his eyes went star- 
tled. “Sherry!” he cried, and came for- 
ward. Then, “Something’s wrong. What is 
it. Sherry?” as he caught my hand. 

I heard my voice—strange to my own 
ears because of its tonelessness—spilling 
it all out. “It’s happened again... I 
mean, I was going to marry Joe Dunn. He 
came back to visit and we love each other 
but now he’s going away. Just like you 
did. He can’t understand how it’s got be 
with me, why I can’t cut Pop out of my 
life when I marry him. Other girls get 
married and stay close to their folks. Why 
can’t 1? Why does he make me choose 
between them? Why did you, Ken? Oh. 
help me to know. I want to die.” 

Ken’s fingers tightened on mine, and his 
face was grave. “You need some coffee. 
Sherry.” he said. “Come on,” as he took 
my arm, led me next door into a small eat- 
ing place. With a nod at the old man be- 
hind the counter, he said, “Two coffees. 
please, Sam,” and took me to a small shel- 
tered table at the rear. 

While we waited for the coffee, he 
talked, “I guess you know I’m married. 
Sherry?” and when I nodded, he went on. 
“It’s been a tough pull, but we’re paying 
on our home, and there'll be a baby next 
month. I’ve built up a nice business, too.” 

“It’s just the way you wanted it, isn’t 
it, Ken?” 

“Not quite,” he answered, roughly, as 
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the coffee was set before us. “I wanted it 
this way—with you. It took me a long 
time to get over you, Sherry, but I did, and 
I met Ellen, and she’s wonderful. But you 
see, a man has to live his own life, in his 
own way, Sherry. And your father 

“Don’t, Ken. I can’t bear it!” I choked. 
“Pop’s been so good to me. I owe him— 
everything! Don’t talk about him!” 

“I’ve got to, Sherry. 
ther nothing—not even as much as other 
daughters—and you've got to see it. Sure. 
he was good to you, but he lived your life. 
Sherry, and no person has the right to do 
that for another. He was a grown man. 
vet he shared your childhood. your play- 
mates. He grew up with you, getting his 
nleasure out of every emotion you had, tak- 
ing every step with you. He wants to go 
on, drawing from your youth, your think- 
ing. your very life, and no real man will 
ever stand for it, Sherry. Not ever!” 

“Pop isn’t like that!” I whispered. but 
I bent my face upon my hands, remember- 
ing. Pop, always there, always a part of 
my living. “Now tell me just what hap- 
pened, baby!” he’d say when I came home 
from school, or from a party. “What did 
you play ... eat... talk about? Have 
a good time, dear? What picture did you 
see? Where did you go for malts. after- 
wards ?” 

Ken went on, “I know you're in a tough 
spot, Sherry, but you’re the only one who 
can get yourself out. You've got to free 
yourself, so that you can go alone into mar- 
riage, or you've got to give up marriage 
and stay in bondage to your father.” 

“How can I free myself?” I got out. 
“Pop loves me so. If I leave him. he'll 
have nothing! Nothing. at all!” 

“He'll have nothing if vou stay.” Ken 
said shortly. “He'll feed on vour love till 
you've nothing but dry husks to offer, then 
he’ll starve, too. On the other hand. if you 
get away from him. he can still make a 
good life for himself--a mature, happy 
life, that’s his own. You're cheating your- 
self, Sherry, and your father, too. And Joe 
has his rights. He knows that a marriage, 
with your father but first. can never en- 
dure. Don’t break Joe’s heart, too!” 

The room still spun, and I couldn’t talk. 
\fter a moment, Ken sighed. “I’ve done 
all I can. Forgive me, Sherry. I'll lock 
up shop, then we'll get Ellen and drive 
vou home.” 

“No need!” Pop spoke from beside me, 
his voice gruff, and I looked up. startled, 
into his ashen face. 
bus, so I followed 
seemed so upset.” His hand caught mine 
gently. “Let me take you home, baby. I 
can’t let you take any more hurt.” 

Ken stood up. “Goodbye. Sherry,” he 
said. “I’m sorry if I said too much.” 

I looked at him, and, crazily, words he 
had said long ago flashed in my memory. 
“Some day you'll understand! God help 
you if you never do!” He was right. If I 
couldn’t understand now, 
thing Suddenly, 


You owe your fa- 


“I saw you get on the 
with the car. You 


I'd lose every- 
deep in the spinning 














WHEN YOUR SKIN 
CRIES FOR HELP 


Save It From The liching Misery 


of These “Upset 


Ga 


RASHES 





PIMPLES ’ 


A nagging skin irritation can really 
get you down—if you let it! But 
you don’t have to risk going on this 
way for another minute. Clear away 
that awful distress with this inter- 
nationally famous skin medicine. It 
works like magic to rescue your poor 
troubled skin with glorious, blessed 
relief. There’s just nothing like it! 


ONLY “SKIN SUCCESS” OINTMENT, 
scientifically tested by a noted 
physician, has this 
marvelous skin- 
prescription for- 


——— 
_— 4 


Skin” Attacks: 


‘S 
SS 
cu a4 


TETTER ° 





ECZEMA 


mula. That’s why it can make such a 
happy difference, so fast. 


So, lift up your head and feel good 
again—the way millions of other 
people have done! It’s easy to prove 
it yourself: Costs only 35¢. The 75¢ 
size contains four times as much. 





And Guard Your Complexion... 

.. with the deep-acting foamy med- 
ication of “skin succEss”soaP. It 
fights germs that often 
aggravate ugly blemishes 
and _ perspiration odors. 





pALMER’s 














“SKIN-SUCCESS” 


Complexion 
& Deodorant 


SOAP 











IMPORTED 
GLAMOUR 
GLASSES 


22 Rhinestones aa pearl like nail heads adorn 

a graceful frame. Available in black or demi 

amber clear or tinted lenses. 

No. 908C $4.95 No. 909 without rhinestones $3.95 
HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 

164-T4 ——, St. Brooklyn 11, N. Y. 














CHILDLESS 


WHO | 
WIVES “Ho BABIES! 
Send 4¢ stamp for information concerning sim- 
ple easy-to-follow ——- method (No Drugs! 

which has succeeded in hs of cases tested. 
WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T 
500 Robert St. St. Paul 1, Minn. 





FEMALE HELP WANTED 


-| $23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely 
‘71.| dresses supplied to you by us. 
Just show Fashion Frocks to 
hen friends in spare time. No in- 
pur’! yvestment, canvassing or experi- 
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks, 
Dept. D41141. Cincinnati 2, O. 












THRILLING ZODIAC READING—Health, 
Prospects, Events, Money outlook, Love, 
Friendship, etc. ‘Send 10¢ (coin) an 
4¢ stamp for your true, amazing Fore- 
cast. State birthdate. NEWTON VALE 
(T. N.), 106, Adelaide Street West, 
Toronto, Canada. 


NG POEM 


a 
Popular, Rock & Roll, Country & FOR 
Western, and Sacred Poems need- 
ed AT ONCE! Send — ae NEW SONGS 
today for prompt FREE EXAMI- 
NATION AND APPRAISAL. & RECORDS 


SONGCRAFTERS, Studio IN 


6145 ACKLEN STATION, NASHVILLE, TENN. 











































SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
r set 
Only 2 of 2 rings 
You'll love these rings—the simulated 
diamonds look like a ‘‘million dol 


ill Wiigy 
a! ‘1, 






hite or yellow mold 

er effect or ste’ tg silver mount 
ing: 

30 Church St., Dept. rein ew York 7, N.Y 

LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 

Fascinating feild own 


wardrobe at considerable 
saving. Gein experience de- 
signing for others. It moy 
lead to thrilling coreer—even 

@ thop of your own some 
tes Basc “leorn-by-domg™ 
courte wader quolified 


Both rings for $1 


DESIGN 
SMART 
\iSie cs 





MATIOMAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Perk way Dept, 3234 Chicege 14, Mm. 





Helps | soins’ caste. 
Heal a BRUISES ° 


MINOR Skin irritations... 


CUTS 
‘An 2G 















healthful elements. 


Easy Way Puts on Pounds Flesh 


When You Are Thin, Skinny, Underweight Because of 
Poor Appetite or Poor Eating Habits 


For women, men, children and people getting over colds and such other common 
sickness. Try Wate-On to gain weight fast! Cheeks fill out, neck and bustline 
gain ... arms, legs, thighs, ankles, skinny underweight flat figures fill out 
all over the body the same way. WATE-ON also improves the appetite, gives 
quick energy, guards against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor endurance and low 
resistance that accompanies an underweight condition. 
digestion of fats that put on weight naturally. Easy 
5 to 560 pounds have been reported, 


Gain Weight Fast or Money Refunded 


Tired of being skinny? If underweight is caused by disease take Wate-On 
under direction of your doctor. Wate-On is high in calories, readily diges- 
tible to be used by system to put on weight instead of being wasted. 
Fortified with essential vitamins, minerals, blood building iron and other 
Ask your druggist for WATE-ON today. 

. tablets or homogenized liquid. Gain weight or return empty package 
to store where purchased for a refund. 


NEW! 
SUPER WATE-ON 


Extra Rich in calories and fortified 
with more vitamins, 
Only $3.98 at druggists on money 
back satisfaction guarantee. 


Also makes for better 
weight gains of 


Only $3.00 


WATE-ON 


LIQUID EMULSION 
or TABLETS 


minerals, etc. 











DR. FRED PALMER’S 


SKIN WHITENER |. 


lle 
Must Give You A 


LIGHTER-CLEARER 


Younger Looking Skin 
IN 7 DAYS OR MONEY BACK 


— Now Fortified With “‘F.A.7”— 
Contains ‘‘F.A.7’’ Fades blemishes, 
freckles, off color spots. Refines en- 
larged pores. Makes skin fresher, 
smoother, younger looking. 30c— 60c 
at druggists. 





“a 
oO 








A E’S Ld HOPE for you, 
Hee re’s HOW to MAKE MORE 
yy MONEY Quick! Then you'll 


you've always alah Be our 

Agent for Valmor and Sweet Georgia 

Brown Products. Fast Sellers—Face Powder, BeautyCreams, 
Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sachet Powders and Ince ’ No 
ae oy yee mag Full or § Pyare Time. Earnings En Poe up 
to $20.00 in a day. TE NOW for BIG MONE MAKING 
Agents’ SAMPLE CASE Offer. VALMOR PRODUCTS Co.. 
2451 So. Michigan Ave., Dept. 208, Chicago 16, ItI!. 


“With God 


All Things are Possible*”’ 


Are you facing ngs problems? Poor Health? Money 
or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Family 
Troubles? Would you like more Happiness. Success 
and ‘‘Good Fortune” in Life? If you have any of these 
Problems or others like them, dear friend, then here 
is wonderful NEWS of a_ remarkable NEW WAY OF 
PRAYER that is helping thousands to glorious new hap 
piness and joy. Just clip this message now and mail with 
your name, address and 25¢ to cover postage and handling. 
We = rush this wonderful 
NEW MESSAGE OF PRAYER 
and Faith to you by Return 
Mail, absolutely FREE! We 
will also send you this FREE 
an CROSS for you to 
and treasure! 


“Life-Study Fellowship 
BOX 5204, NOROTON, CONN. 





























FREE 


GOLDEN 
CROSS 








iii PERMA 


; HAIR STRAIGHTENING 
COMBS 


This amazing sew comb, used by leading 
beauty specialists the world over, has 
been acclaimed by women everywhere. 
7 Creates a smooth natural and attractive 
appearance. 

@ Will not cut or tear the hair. 

@ Heats faster and stays hot longer. 

® 






Made with brass teeth and copper spaces. 

The Perma-Tite process prevents teeth in 

comb from loosening. 

You have choice of two types: 

No, 1—with fine teeth..............000..... costs 2.75 
No. 2—with thicker teeth .. ...costs 2.50 
GUARANTEED. Money refunded if not satisfied. 
Order yours today. Send full price, we pay postage charge 
and will send new 48 page hair style booklet FREE. 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


Dept. 4-p, 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 


















world, I saw light. and the light grew and 
steadied the world, and I knew what [ 
must do. 

“Thank you, Ken,” I said, as I got up. 
“Thanks for everything. Oh, thanks!” and 
I went with Pop to the car. 

I didn’t know how much Pop had heard 
of Ken’s talk, but it must have been plenty. 
for I'd never seen him so shaken. After a 
while he said, “We'll take a trip. baby. 
forget all this. Joe’s not right for you. or 
he’d put your happiness first.” 

I put my hand on his knee. “Joe’s the 
man I’m going to marry, Pop. You-—oh. 
you’ve been wonderful, darling. but you've 
been wrong, too. You've planned my life. 
always, every little bit of it. You tried to 
plan Ken’s life, too. and now Joe’s—and. 
why, I couldn’t go on loving a man who'd 
let you do that to him! Can’t you see. Pop? 
He wouldn’t be a man, if he did: [ don't 
know why I never realized it before. [It 
may seem cruel, but I’ve got to leave vou. 
build a life with Joe. just as you’ve got to 
find a life of your own. You can. 
got so much charm, make friends so easily. 
Please understand, Pop, and know that I'll 
always love you, in a finer way than I ever 
have? 

Pop didn’t answer. He just guided the 
car on through traffic. his face all crum- 
pled, and I said no more. Once or twice 
I was ready to tell him I was mistaken. 
then my mind would leap ahead to Joe 
and [ knew I couldn’t give him up. for he 
filled my whole heart. Pop would found a 
new life, I told myself, hoping desperately 
that he’d reach the understanding to help 
him. 


OE WAS WAITING on the steps at 
home, and when I saw him, I almost 
wept with joy. “Sherry, I can’t give you 
up, no matter what it means!” 

“I’m not letting you give me up,” I said. 
as I walked into his arms. “Pop can come 
out to California for long visits, or he can 
sell his home here and move out.” 

“Don’t turn the tables and plan my 
life!” Pop said, and he ruffled my hair. 
smiled—ruefully, but still a bit like his old 
smile—as he went into the house. 

It took a while for Pop to forget the 
hurt I brought him. but I prayed that 
something finer would grow out of it. and 
that’s the way it has happened. For Pop 
has courage. He saw the wedding through 
in his old genial way. He walked down the 
aisle and gave me to Joe, and it was Pop 
who showered us with rice as we got into 
the train for our trip westward. 

I guess he was lonely for a while. but 
none of it ever showed in his letters. Then 
he began organizing a “Fifty-and Upward” 
Club that meets at his house. and I honest- 
ly know he’s enjoying himself. I hope he'll 
be here to help us welcome the new little 
baby that’s bound to bring so much joy to 
Joe and me, even though we can’t keep 
that date to open the trout season in the 
canyon, as we planned. We don't mind 
that. 
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She had been there all my life, 


telling me what to do and how 


to do it. 


running my life, she was ruining it 


HAD JUST heard the click of the tele- 

phone being hung up on the other 

end of the line when Mother’s voice came 
to me. 

“Frank, darling. 
Evelyn again, are you dear?” 

She said it the way she had said most 
things to me all my life; softly. chiding. 
mildly reproachful. It was the voice of 
the patient mother admonishing her 
naughty son. “Frank, you’re not in the 
cookie jar again, are you?” That’s the 
kind of thing it had been when I was a 
child. But despite its gentleness, there 
was persuasion in her voice, and I knew 
from experience that she was ready to 
back up those first. seemingly disinterested 
remarks with long—and violent if need 
be—argument. In my entire twenty-nine 
years I had never known anybody to win 
an argument with her. Few people tried. 
finding it easier to do things her way than 
to argue against her cold logic. Maybe 
that had been the trouble with Evelyn. She 
always refused to give ground. fighting 
Mother at every turn, yielding not even in 
minor skirmish. Maybe— 

I let the telephone slip lightly in my 
hand, gripped it once momentarily, then 
dropped it back onto the cradle. It was 
hard to think about Evelyn. mostly because 
I didn’t know what to think. She was so 
determined, so sure she was right. She was 
still my wife certainly, and I did not be- 
lieve she wanted it to be any other way. 


you're not calling 


Now, she wasn't only 


Back-of-the-book surprise story 





Why. then. her stubborn refusal to work 
at our marriage? Why her unreasonable- 
ness in not seeing how it was impossible 
for me to move out of the house and leave 
Mother alone? If she truly loved me, she 
would understand. But Evelyn was selfish. 
She thought only of herself. Even now, 
just when I[ had finished my year of intern- 
ship and was ready to set up medical 
practice. she had left me, taking our three- 
year-old son. Jackie. with her. And she 
had not done it in a fit of anger, or with a 
hitter denouncement of our marriage. In- 
stead, she was calm, almost calculating in 
her departure. Now. despite my telephone 
pleas and arguments. she refused to return 
or even to see me. But there was still 
warmness in her voice: there was. still 
affection. 

I walked back into the living room where 
Mother was reading. She spoke without 
looking up from her book. 

“Well.” she said. “where did that 


vou?” 


"5 


I did not answer. 

“T’ve told you. Frank.” she went on, “the 
sooner you forget that girl the better.” 

“Don’t refer to Evelyn as ‘that girl.’ 
Mother.” I said sharply. “She’s my wife 
and the mother of your grandson. That 
should make her more than just ‘that girl’ 
in this house.” 

“Let’s not go into all of the unpleasant- 
ness of the situation.” Mother said. “We 
all make mistakes. and we must admit 


“Three Is A 


Crowd’ 


them and learn by such experiences. Your 
marriage to Evelyn was just that, Frank. 


dear. a mistake. It was a big one and 
that’s all the more reason why you should 
admit it to yourself and be done with it. 
She was a young, immature girl, and not 
ready for responsibilities. Certainly not 
the kind of responsibilities that go with 
being a member of this family.” 

I heaved a long, heavy sigh, as if I 
thought it would shake away all of the 
despondency. all of the hopelessness within 
me. Arguing with Mother certainly would 
not do it. I picked a book from the library 
shelf and flipped open the pages. The 
print only blurred before my eyes. I could 
no more concentrate on the words than I 
could have sat there and unravelled the 
mysteries of the world’s five great religions. 

The trouble was. T could not be as cold- 
blooded as Mother. I could not simply 
mark Evelyn down as a mistake and forget 
her. There had been too much between 
us that was good. I could not forget. How 
could Evelyn? 


We had met and begun dating while in 
college. and by the time I was ready to 
transfer to a nearby medical school, we 
were ready to talk of marriage. 

“J know it seems like a long wait, 
baby.” I told her. “but I think it’s the 
best way for us. I couldn’t ask you to 
tie yourself to a husband who was still a 
schoolboy.” 
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‘Say you don’t want to marry me, Frank Collins,’ 


Evelyn said ‘Don’t blame it on me.’ I really 


couldn't blame her. [t was mother’s fault 


Listen, Frank Collins,” Evelyn had said 
ith a smile, “don’t try to put it off on 
[ would marry you right now, even 
f you were an unemployed loafer. If you 
think we should wait, okay. But say it’s 
1use you think I’d be in the way while 
ou were trying to study, or say that you 
lon’t want to have to live from hand to 
yuuth for the next few years, like we 
uld have to do. But say you don’t want 
do these things, not that they aren’t 
ight for me. It’s your idea. Tl wait 
yr you until Niagara falls if you say so, 
nk, but I'd rather have you now, even 
you don’t come with a house or a bank 
int or even a weekly pay check.” 
What could I say to that? I couldn’t 
l! her that I wanted to marry her so 
vadly that [ ached, but that I didn’t think 
my mother would approve. And that was 
vyhat it amounted to. I had given Evelyn 
il] that long argument about how it wasn’t 
onomically sound for us to marry and 
ier to have to work while I was learning 
be a doctor, but there were too many 
umpus couples around to make me sound 
sill rhe GI Bill was supporting num- 
verless college couples. How 
ld I say it couldn’t be done? No, the 
eal reason for my reluctance was Mother. 
id even been afraid to tell her that 
yas anything serious between Eve- 


married 


I na me. 
In all my life. | had never done any- 
hing without my mother’s consent. It was 
nkable that I should do something 
But it was also unthinkable to tell 
that I wanted to marry Evelyn. I knew 
and I feared to hear 


he would say. 
1 her lips. 
There had been times before when I 
id my own desires in direct opposition 
» hers. When I had been a small boy, I 
ried to rebel against the afternoon 
that no one my age any longer took. 
mable to play baseball with the 
orhood beys on the sandlot because 
ill things—I had to go home -and 
nap. This was one of the things 
hat I heard Mother and Father arguing 
before he died. 
Youre making a sissy out of the boy. 
Ma he said bitterly. “You wanted him 
be a girl. and you’ve never quite made 
believe that he is not. If you're 
eful, we’re going to have a very 
vadly and perhaps tragically maladjusted 
our hands.” 


ier had then lashed into him with 
the fury with which she was capable. 
the end, Father had made a swift 
Nevertheless, I resolved then and 


that I would not be made a sissy. 
But it wasn’t easy. Mother and I clashed 
ilihough not openly—on such things as 


the school plays, in which she insisted I 
should have long parts. I did not feel at 
all comfortable upon the stage. and had 
cried shamefully when she insisted I par- 
ticipate. Yet. | always wound up doing as 
she wanted. 

I had once even decided against becom- 
ing a doctor, only to have Mother tongue- 
lash me into remembering that it had been 
a family heritage to be a member of the 
medical profession. I could not hold out 
against her. 

And now, I was proposing to tell her 
that I wanted to marry a girl whom she 
had never seen, even before going to med- 
ical school. It was utterly impossible. So 
Evelyn and I were secretly married. 


E HAD to forego a honeymoon; there 

wasn’t enough money and we had too 
many details of the hectic future before 
us to work out. But two weeks later I 
went home to tell Mother the news. I 
went alone. 

“What a pleasant surprise to have you 
home, darling,” Mother greeted me. I had 
long since grown weary of her calling me 
“darling” and “dear.” but telling her so 
was pointless. 

“Tt’s just for overnight, Mother.” I told 
her. “Il have to get back to the campus 
tomorrow.” 

I did the usual things: showered. shaved. 
changed clothes for dinner, stalling for 
just the right moment to tell her. After 
dinner, while we were sitting drinking 
coffee together. seemed the best time to 
break the news. I still wasn’t at all sure 
how to go about it, but T tried a positive 
approach, 

“Mother.” | said. “I've just done the 
biggest thing in my life. It’s the most 
wonderful thing that’s ever happened to 
me. I hope you will approve of it: T hope 
you will be as happy as I am.” 

I paused to watch her reaction. A look 
of pleasant interest played in her eves. I 
let her have it. 

“Evelyn and I are married.” 

Mother’s face contorted in shock. [ could 
have slapped her and not drawn a more 
stunned expression. Frantically my mind 
searched for words to comfort her, to ease 
the pain so clearly etched across her face. 
But all I could do was mumble ineffectu- 
ally: “We had a quiet wedding before a 
justice of the peace two weeks ago. We 
we thought it best that way ...” The 
weak sound of my own voice trailed off 
into nothingness. Tears flowed in Mother’s 
piercing eyes. Then she got up and slowly 
walked from the room without a word. 

The next morning, when I came down 
to catch my train back to college, Mother 
was puttering busily in the kitchen. I 


paused in the doorway a moment, wonder- 
ing whether I should speak or just leave 
quietly. Surprisingly, Mother spoke first. 

“Good morning, Frank, dear.” She said 
it cheerily, as if none of the unpleasantness 
of the night before had ever really hap- 
pened. 

“Good morning. Mother,” I replied. 
walking over and kissing her lightly on 
the cheek. I felt her body stiffen slightly 
at my touch, and she looked up at me 
silently for a fleeting second. In that in- 
stant. I thought I saw still a trace of a 
tear in her eye. Then she moved away 
quickly and began to crack eggs over a 
skillet. 

“Ready for some breakfast?” she asked. 

“I don’t have time. Mother, really. My 
train leaves in half an hour. I’ve already 
called a taxi,” I told her. 

“Oh” she said with disappointment. 
Then she added: “Well. have a good trip 
back, dear.” 

Her voice was casual, yet there was a 
finality in what she said, as if I were 
heing dismissed. I realized then that she 
did not intend to speak of Evelyn or my 
marriage. and that this was her way of 
making sure I did not speak of it either. 
She did not intend to recognize the fact 
that my marriage to Evelyn even existed! 

If any marriage could have gotten off to 
a worse start, I don’t see how. I could not 
somehow bring myself to tell Evelyn pre- 
cisely how Mother felt about it, but neither 
could I completely keep it from her. Some- 
how, she knew. But a still more drastic 
development was her becoming pregnant 
during the first month of our marriage. She 
had time to finish out her last two months 
in college and graduate. but her going to 
work immediately. as she had_ planned. 
was suddenly out. 

Nevertheless, since 1 had an education 
fund left by my father to take care of my 
schooling, Evelyn insisted that I go on to 
Medical College. Meanwhile, she went 
home to her parents to have the baby. 

For six months after my marriage to Eve- 
lyn, Mother never mentioned her 
name in any letters or telephone calls to 
me. The closest she ever came to it was 
when she expressed her disappointment at 
my enrolling in medical school during the 
summer session without taking a vacation. 
She knew that Evelyn had wanted me to 
begin immediately. “If you don’t plunge 
right into it now.” Evelyn had said, “you 
may never get back to it. Let’s don’t take 
that chance.” 

But despite Mother’s apparent refusal to 
recognize Evelyn or our marriage, I men- 
tioned something of my wife in every letter 
I wrote home, including a regular report 
of her expectancy. Mother ignored every 
word. And then, abruptly and without ex- 
planation, Mother’s whole attitude seemed 
to change. She announced simply that she 
would like to have Evelyn and I come and 
visit her at our first opportunity. Later. 
she made inquiries and suggestions as to 
Evelyn’s health. 

Mother’s change of heart brought an 
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My wife and my mother met as rivals who had 


declared a truce —a truce that both knew 


would some day have to be broken wide open 


immense sigh of relief from me. I felt that 
the cold war was over. Evelyn seemed ex- 
tremely happy, and two months before the 
baby was to be born, I took Evelyn home to 
Mother for the first time. 

Yet. there was something in their very 
first meeting that gave me the chilly feeling 
there would never be good blood between 
them. They did not meet as mother and 
daughter, but rather as two women rivals 
who had declared a truce—a truce that 
both knew would be impossible to keep. 
Mother smiled pleasantly and Evelyn spoke 
politely, but they never kissed, or touched 
hands or showed any honest affection for 
each other. 

When our weekend with Mother was 
over, I knew that their meeting had been 
far, far from what I had dreamed, but I 
consoled myself with the fact that the bar- 
rier had at least been pierced; contact had 
been established. That, I told myself, was 
better than nothing. I should have known 
better. Zoo keepers have more sense than 
to put two cats of a different breed to- 
gether. 

The first crisis to arise was with the 
birth of our son. Evelyn and I had decided 
that a boy would be named Jackie. a girl 
Robin. We based our choices merely on 
what sounded good to us, the names we 
would like to call our children. Mother. 
however, had more complicated ideas. 

“The name Frank Collins has appeared 
in every generation of the Collins family,” 
she said when she came to the hospital 
in Evelyn’s home town. “Now the family 
is thinning out. I think you should name 
your son Frank, Jr.” 

“Oh, no,” Evelyn protested, “I don’t 
even like the name, and I certainly neve 
thought I'd ever be married to anybody 
named Frank. But that I can put up with. 
\s for calling my son that, never!” 

Evelyn said it good-humoredly, and even 
laughed, but she meant every word of it. 
and somehow Mother knew it. Her reply 
was curt: “Very well. Evelyn.” Then she 
left. 

Mother was not through trying, however. 
She argued with me later that evening over 
naming the child, and although I had de- 
cided that there was nothing wrong with 
her suggestion, I knew that Evelyn would 
never agree. “I’m sorry. Mother.” I told 
her, “but Evelyn has already named him 
Jackie for the record.” 

That may have been the opening shot 
the signal of eternal war between my 
mother and my wife. For in the few short 
years that my marriage had lasted, there 
was no peace between them. 

Oh, there were pretenses made, of 
course. We visited Mother whenever we 
could. and she and Evelyn exchanged greet- 


ing cards on those holidays when we could 
not be together. But the sentiments ex- 
pressed in the cards were not in their 
hearts. 

All during my years in medical school. 
however, Mother expressed a willingness to 
help ease our plight as much as she could. 
This consisted mainly of offering to keep 
Jackie with her at home. I was a bit sur- 
prised at first, knowing how much a baby 
boy could upset her orderly routine. Never- 
theless, she pressed the issue. 

“Look at it sensibly, Evelyn,” she often 
said, “It would be much easier for you and 
Frank if Jackie stayed with me for a while. 
Certainly that would ease some of the pres- 
sure off what I must say is a strained 
budget, with you working and Frank still 
in school. Besides, he has examinations 
coming up. It would be a lot more peace- 
ful for Frank to study if Jackie was out of 
the way.” 

Evelyn would have none of it, though. 
“Jackie doesn’t put one little old dent in 
our budget. At least, not enough to make 
me ship him off. And Frank will just have 
to manage. I'm sure he'd rather have his 
son than an old straight-A average.” 

When I heard these sort of arguments 
brewing, I cleared out of the house. I didn’t 
want to take sides. 

But the tugs of war--about Jackie, about 
how litthke money Evelyn and I had to live 
on, about the way Evelyn kept the little 
two-and-a-half reom apartment that we 
called a home—raged on. Not with any 
open flareups, but they were going on just 
the same. Meanwhile. Evelyn and I man- 
aged somehow to pay the bills, although 
not always on time, and to eat, even if it 
seemed too infrequently to be pork and 
beans. And there was fun in between: 
cheap movies, parks, tours of museums. 
We made a game of our poverty, often pre- 
tending we were really a rich young couple 
out slumming. 

The big blowup came, however, when | 
at last graduated from medical school and 
Was assigned to interne at a hospital in my 
own hometown. Mother was delighted. and 
told of her anxiety to have us home. Eve- 
lyn. meanwhile, had figured differently. 
She had not considered moving into the 
same house with my mother. Furthermore. 
the prospect did not appeal to her. 

“T think it would be a terrible mistake.” 
she told me, matter-of-factly. 

“Just what have you got against Mother. 
Evelyn.” I asked her, at last getting up the 
courage to bring this bickering out into 
the open. 

“Tt hasn’t anything to do with how I feel 
about your mother, Frank,” Evelyn replied. 
“Tt’s just that I don’t think young married 
couples should live with in-laws. And if 


we didn’t have to do it from the start, why 
should we take a backward step now? Oh, 
Frank, don’t you see? I’m just like any 
other wife who wants a home of her own. 
no matter how humble or rented, and a 
chance to take care of her husband and 
baby. You don’t feel like you’re doing that 
when you're in somebody else’s house.” 

“But it isn’t somebody else’s house, Eve- 
lyn,” I countered. “It’s my home. It has 
been all my life. And you should feel that 
it’s your home, too, now. After all, some- 
day we'll actually inherit it.” 

“It’s your mother’s home, Frank,” Eve- 
lyn said quietly, “That’s what it is now. 
that’s what it will always be. Please, let’s 
find us a place of our own, even if it’s no 
more than we have now.” 

“All right,” I sighed. “We'll try.” 

I must have realized then, even as I made 
Evelyn the promise, that I would not 
keep it. 

“It’s so childish, Frank, dear,” Mother 
said in that persuasive way of hers, “to 
even think of not staying in your own 
home. Evelyn should realize how much 
easier it will be for you to save money 
to open up your own office later by cutting 
down on your expenses. It doesn’t make 
sense to spend unnecessarily on an apart- 
ment.” 

“IT just don’t know, Mother,” I said. 
shaking my head, “I just don’t know.” 

“Of course you don’t, dear.” Mother 
said, “but that’s what mothers are for, to 
show their children the best way.” She 
patted me on the head. I felt very much 
like a small boy. 

Two weeks later, Evelyn. Jackie and | 
moved in with Mother. 


T’S EASY to pinpoint the trouble spots 

from then on. Mother and Evelyn ar- 
gued, ever so nicely, about what to prepare 
for my meals, what Jackie should wear 
out to play, whether or not Evelyn should 
have bought a new dress (“I don’t think 
you really realize the value of money, Eve- 
lyn,” Mother would say). and how Evelyn 
should have made more effort to become 
a part of the local society set. Before a 
year was out, Evelyn was ready to give up. 
There were no tears. no hysteria. Evelyn 
wasn't the type. 

“IT don’t want to say ‘I told you so. 
Frank,” she declared, “and I don’t want 
to sound melodramatic, but I’ve had it. 
I've lived in your mother’s house nearly 
a year now, and nothing I have done has 
ever been right as far as she’s concerned. 
Not only does she want to boss me, but 
she wants to dictate what is best for you 
and for my son. I don’t think I should be 
expected to take that.” 

“She only says what she thinks is best. 
Evelyn,” I protested, “I don’t think you 
really try to understand her.” 

“Ive tried, Frank, very hard,” Evelyn 
said, “A year isn’t exactly a short time to 
try.” 

“What are you driving at?” I asked. 

“What I’m driving at is for us to make 
it on our own. like we planned from the 
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e: like we were doing before you 
to her and decided to come back 


In’t give in to her,” I declared. 
my home, this is where I belong. 
where you belong, too, if you 
ist try to see it.” 

Frank.” Evelyn said. “I don’t be- 

In this house I am an intruder 

your mother is concerned. You’re 
son, and she doesn’t intend to give 
No. you’re her flesh and blood. 
be easier for me if my rival were 
ther woman.” 

lyn!” IT snapped sternly, “that’s an 
cusation.” 

truth.” Evelyn re- 

rising slightly. “She 

for you to ever leave her, 


know it’s the 
nel voice 
ntend 
[t isn’t as if she depended on you 
ly. She doesn’t because your fa- 
But she 
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her comfortably fixed. 
1 to stay a “mama’s boy.’ 
the anger rising in my face. I was 
the insinuations that 
“You’ve said 


the words: 
pampered child. 
velyn!” I snapped. 
as very quiet for a moment, then 
calmly “Yes. I think IT have. It’s 
made my exit line.” She stopped, 
t on: “I’m leaving this house, 
nd I’m taking Jackie with me. I— 
won't have to leave without you.” 
unprepared for her ultimatum. 
ought to argue with her. to plead 
ry. for her not to do it. Then 
he was bluffing, that she would 
such a thing. Somehow. in all 
I never really thought to go 
I knew Mother would not hear 
[ realized that Evelyn was really 
the next day, T left it to Mother 
her out of it. That, however. was 
Mother’s greatest concern was 
She was furious at the idea that 
ould threaten to take him from 
e. But Evelyn did more than 
That night. she took Jackie and 


was almost insanely angry. I 
seen her so upset since the day 
| her of my marriage. 


ie last few days had been differ- 
ther was calm again. and spoke 
only when she suspected I had 
« to her on the telephone, trving 
return. Mother’s sudden 
of attitude should have. served as 
to me. But T was thinking too 
Evelyn. realizing how determined 
was. for now she had taken an 

it in town and gotten a secretarial 
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heen so busy thinking of that 
you hardly ever pay any attention 
ld mother anymore.” 
voice drifted in, filtering 
y thoughts as I sat staring blank- 
open book in my hands. 
ry. Mother.” I started. “I— 


” 


“T know. dear.” she broke in, “it’s just 
like I was saying. you don’t even know [’'m 
here. I think maybe I'll take a little trip, 
then you'll miss me. It’s a nice time of 
year to go down to Hot Springs, take a few 
baths. Do you mind if I leave in a day or 
two?” 

“Of course not. Mother.” [| She 
had not been to Hot Springs in a long time, 
and she always seemed to enjoy it so. The 
trip would be good for her. I said to myself. 


said. 


I was at the hospital three days later 
when my telephone rang. [t was Evelyn. 

“Frank.” she said quickly. “please come 
over right away. Jackie’s gone.” 

“Gone? What do you mean?” 

“T don’t 
hurry.” 

I couldn't help thinking. as I 
from the hospital. that I had never heard 
Evelyn so upset in all my life. [ was at her 
place within twenty minutes. 

Evelyn was in tears. “Oh. Frank,” she 
cried, “I’m so worried. I—” She broke into 
tears. I calmed her as best I could. 

“Take it easy.” [ said. “and tell me what 
happened.” 

“T went to work this morning and left 
him with Margaret. as usual.” she said, 
motioning to the teen-age girl who sat on 
the sofa. looking very frightened. “When 
I came home this afternoon. Margaret told 
me that a woman had been here from the 
Welfare Department. and said that she had 
received complaints about a neglected 
child here. She said Jackie had to come 
with her. although Margaret begged her 
not to take him. Jackie was taking his 
nap when the woman came. and Margaret 
said the woman made her wait outside the 
room and closed the door while she woke 
him up and got him dressed. The woman 
left her name. Mrs. Doris Wilson. and said 
she would call me and talk to me about 
it. But I didn’t hear from her. Oh. Frank, 
do you think your mother reported 

I didn’t answer. I already was thumbing 
through the telephone book for the number 
of the City Welfare Bureau. I found it and 
dialed the phone. The woman on the other 
end of the line was very polite. Yes. they 
had a Mrs. Wilson there. but her name was 
Nora. not Doris. and she was in the clerical 
department. not a case worker. No. they 
didn’t take children in without talking to 
their parents. There must have been a mis- 
take. I hung up the telephone. 

“Mrs. Wilson was a fake.” [ said slowly. 

“Oh Frank, Frank. he’s been kidnapped,” 
Evelyn sobbed. 

I started dialing the 
police. Then suddenly I stopped. 

-’ I said quickly, “describe 
Did he act 


know,” Evelyn said. “Please 


rushed 


number for the 


“Margaret 
the woman who took Jackie. 
as if he knew her?” 

“Well,” Margaret said slowly, “they were 
in the room alone when she woke him up, 
and they left so quickly afterwards, I don’t 
know. But she was a middle-aged woman, 
about your color, and her hair was mixed 
gray. She talked real softly. and was well 


dressed. She was about as tall as Mrs, 
Collins here.” 

I didn’t wait to hear anymore. I knew 
well enough it was Mother. A phone call 
later I found out that she had not arrived 
in Hot Springs the day before, as I thought, 
but that she was expected that night at the 
hotel she regularly used. 

“Get ready while I check the airlines 
for the next plane to Hot Springs.” I told 
Evelyn. 


Y TWO A.M. in the morning. [ was 

banging on the door of Mother’s hotel 
room. She didn’t open it until I told her 
who it was. 

“Frank, dear, what a surprise—” she 
began, and then she saw Evelyn beside me. 
We strode into the room. 

Mother’s face had frozen into a hard 
mask. She glared at Evelyn. whose eyes 
suddenly lit up. “Jackie!” Evelyn ex. 
claimed, and rushed into a bedroom where 
a very sleepy-eyed little boy was just stick- 
ing his head out from under the cover. 
peeping to see what was going on. 

“Don’t let her touch him. Frank!” 
Mother yelled. “She’s not a fit mother for 
your son, she doesn’t know how to raise 
him. She—” 

“For God’s sake, shut up!” I shouted. 

Mother looked as if I had struck her, 
but I felt no pity. 

“You're sick,” I went on, “very sick. I 
didn’t know until now how heartless, how 
ruthless. how sick you really are.” 

“Frank!” Mother screamed. 

“Listen to every word,” I shot back. 
“Evelyn was too polite to say so, until she 
was fed up to her ears. But you are a 
selfish old woman. You would ruin my 
marriage to keep me tied to your apron 
strings. And as if that weren’t enough. 
you steal—yes, actually steal—Jackie from 
his mother. Did you ever think how Eve- 
lyn felt? She’s a mother, too. She has 
feelings for her child.” 

“Frank. I only did what I thought best,” 
Mother pleaded between sobs. 

“No, Mother,” I answered, calmly now, 
“You did what you wanted to do. You 
always have. And now I’m going to do 
what I want to do, what I want to do very 
much. I’m going to take my wife and son 
home. Not to your house. but home— 
wherever we will be alone.” 


After Evelyn and I left the hotel later 
with Jackie, she put her hand on my arm. 


“Don’t be too harsh on your mother, 
Frank.” she said. “She loves you, just like 
I love Jackie. She just loves too selfishly.” 

“Yes.” I answered, “I mustn’t be too 
hard on her. Maybe I can forgive the ter- 
rible thing she’s done to you; the thing 
I saw in your eyes when you thought some- 
thing had happened to Jackie. But I'll 
never again forget that you and I belong 
to each other and to Jackie before we be- 
long to anyone else.” 

Evelyn squeezed my arm again. It was 


a good feeling. 


THE END 

















